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CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE 


CHAPTEK I. 

Viscount Ipsden", aged twentj-five, income eighteen 
thousand pounds per year, constitution equine, was 
unliappy ! This might surprise some people ; 
there are certain blessings, the non -possession of 
which makes mure people discontented than their 
possession renders nappy. 

Foremost among these are ‘Wealth andEank:' 
were I to add ‘ Beauty ’ to the list, such men and 
women as go by fact, not by conjecture, would hardly 
contradict me. 

The fortunate man is he who, bom poor, or no- 
body, works gradually up to wealth and oonsideiar ‘ 


6 


CIllUSTIES JOHXSTONE. 


tion, and having got tlAm, dies before lie finds they 
were not worth so much trouble. 

Lord Ipsden started with nothing to win ; and 
naturally lived for amusement. Now nothing is so 
sure to cease to please, as pleasure, — to amuse, as 
amusement : unfortunately for himself lie could not 
at this period of his life, warm to polities ; so, having 
exhausted his London clique, he rolled tlirough the 
csities of Europe in his carriage, and cruised its 
shores in his yacht. But he was not happy ! 

He was a man of taste, and sipped the arts and 
other knowledge, as lie sauntered Europe round. 

But he was not happy. 

‘ What shall 1 do ? ’ said rennuye. 

‘ Distinguish yourself,’ said one. 

‘ liow ? ’ 

i\o immediate answer. 

‘ Take a priina doima over/ said another, 

^ Well, the man look a priina cloi^iia 'over, which 
scolded its maid from the Alps J:o Dover in tlic 
lingua Toscana vrltliout the bocca Itomana, and sang 
ill London without applause ; because what goes 
down at La Scala docs not generally go down at II 
Teatro della Kegina, Haymarket. 

So, then iny Lord strolled into Eussia ; there he 
drove a pail' of horses, one of whom put his head 
down and did the work ; the* other pranced and 
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capricolcd alongside, all tmi^nscious of the trace. 
He seemed happier than his working brotlier ; but 
the biped, whose career corresponded with this 
playful animals, was not happy I 

At length an event occurred that promised tor. 
play an adaeio upon Ijord Ipsden’s mind. He fell 
in love with Ludy Barbara Sinclair ; and he had no 
S(joner done this tlian he felt, as we are all apt to 
do on similar occasions, how wise a tiling he had 
done ! 

Besides a lovely person, Lady Barbara Sinclair 
had a character that lie saw would make him; and 
in fact, Lady Barbara Sinclair was,^ to an Inexperi- 
enced ('ye, the exact opposite of Lord Ipsdeii. 

Her menial pulse was as ple^oric as his was 
lansruid. 

She was as enthusiastic as lie was cool. 

She took a warm interest in everything. 

She belie vfijd that Government is a science- and , 
one that goes with copia vcrbornni. 

She believed that, in England, Government is 
administered, not by a set of men whose salaiies 
range from eighty to five hundred pounds a-year, 
and whose names arc never heard, but by the First 
Lord of the Treasury, and other great men. 

Hence she inferred, that it matters very much ta 
all of us in whose* hand is the rudder of that state 
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vessel which goes down^ the wind of public opinion, 
without veering a point, let who will be at the helm. 

She also cared very much who was the new 
Bishop. Ileligion, if not religion, theology, would 
T}e affected thereby. 

She was enthusiastic about poets ; imagined their 
verse to be some sort of clue to their characters, and 
so on. 

She had other theories, whicli will be indicated 
by-and-by ; at present it is enough to say that her 
mind was young, healthy, somewhat original, full of 
fire and faith, and empty of e^^pcricnce. 

Lord Ipsden Idved her ! it "was easy to love het*. 

First, there was not, in the whole range of* her 
mind and body, o\ic grain of affectation ofany sort. 

She was always, in point of fact, under the infiu% 
cnce of some male mind or other, generally some 
writer. What young wojnan is not, niore or less, a 
rail j or? But she never imitated or *a.fiecteJ ; she 
was always herself, by wtiomsocver coloured. 

Then she was beautiful and eloquent ; miicli too 
high-bred to put a restraint upon her natural man- 
ner, she was of'ten more naive, and even brusque, 
than your would-be aristocrats dare to be ; but what 
a charming abruptness hers was ! 

I do not ex?eel in descriptions, and yet I want to 
give you some camal idea of a certain peculiarity 
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and charm this lady possessed ; permit me to call a 
sister art to my aid. 

There has lately stepped upon the French stage a 
charming personage, whose manner is quite free 
from the afTcctation that soils nearly all French 
actresses —Mademoiselle Madeleine Brohan ! "Wlien 
you see this young lady play Mademoiselle La 
Scgllere, you see high-bred sensibility perst-nified, 
and you see something like La*dy Barbara Sinclair. 

SI 10 was a connexion of Lord Ipsden's, but they 
had not met for two years, when they encountered 
cacli other in Paris ju^t before the commencement 
of this ‘Dramatic Story,’ ‘Novel’ l5y courtesy. 

Tiie month he spent in Paris, near her, was a 
bright rnontJi to Lord Tpsden, A,bystander would 
i»t liave gathered, from his manner, tliat he was 
warmly in love with this lady, but for all that/his 
Lordsliip was gradually uncoiling himself, and grace- 
fully, quietly,* bashing in the rays of Barbaiu 
Sinclair. 

Ho was also just beginning to take an interest in 
subjects of the day — ministries, flat paintings, con- 
troversial novels, Cromwell’s spotless integrity, &c., 
— why not ? They interested her. 

Suddenly the lady and her family returned to 
England. Lord Ipsden, who was goliig to Home, 
came to England instead. 
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She had not been days in London, before she 
made her preparations to spend six months in Perth- 
shire. 

This brought matters to a climax. 

Lord Ipsden proposed in form. 

Lady Barbara was surprised ; she had not viewed 
his graceful attentions in that light at all. How- 
ever, she answered by letter his proposal which liad 
been made by letter. * 

After a lew of those courtecnis words a lady ahvays 
bestows on a gentleman who has offered her the 
highest compliment any man has it in his power to 
offer any woman, she came to the point iiullic 
following characteristic manner : 

' ‘ The man I marry must have two things, vi] Iihjs 
and vices — )^)ii have neither : you do iiotliing, and 
never will do anything but shetcli and luun tunes, 
ai?d dance and dangle : Ibrget this IbUy the day alter 
to-morrow, my dear Ipsden, and if I may ask a 
favour of one to whom I refuse that which would not 
be a kindness, be still good friends with licr who will 
always be 

‘ Your affectionate Cousin^ 

‘ Barbara Sinclair.’ 


Soon after ibis effusion she ■^^^lni^lled into Perth- 
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filiire, leaving her cousin stullned by a blow which 
she thought would be only a scratch to one of his <« 
character. 

Ijord Ipsdcn relapsed into greater listlessness than 
‘ before he had cherished tliese crushed hopes. The ^ 
world now became really dark and blank to him. 
He Was too languid to go anywliere or do anything ; 
a R‘])ubiican might have compared the settled ex- 
pression oi‘ his handsome, hojjeless face, with that of 
most day-labourers of the same age, and moderated 
liis envy of tlie rich and titled. 

At last lie became so pde as well as languid, that 
; Sauiuh'i's interfered. • 

Saunders was a model valet and factotum; who 
had hvAin \vdtli his master ever siijce he left Eton, 
^lul bad made himself necessary to him in their 
journc) s. ^ 

Tlie said Saunders v;as really an invaluable servant, 
and with ’a world of ubseijuiousnoss, contrivef^ to , 
liave liis own Avay on most occasions. He had, 1 
believe, only one great weakness, that of imagining 
i a beau ideal of aristocracy and then out-doing it in ^ 
the person of John Saunders. 

How this Saunders was human, and could not be 
eight yt-ars with this young gentleman and not take 
some little interest in him. He wag flunky, and 
took a great interest in him, as stepping-stone to his 
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own greatness. So when he saw lilm turning pale 
and thin, and reading one letter fil'ty times, he 
speculated an^ inquired wliat was the matter. He 
brought the intellect of Mr. Saunders to belr on the 
question at the following angle ; 

‘ Now, if I was a young lord with 20,000Z. a year, 
and all the world at my feet, what would make me 
in this way ?* 

‘ Wliy, the livgr I ’Nothing else. 

* And that is what is wrong with him, you may 
depend/ 

This conclusion arrived at, Mr. Saunders coolly 
wrote his convictions to Dr. Aberford, and desired 
that gcntleman^s immediate attention to tlic case. 
An hour or twb later, he glided into his lord's 
roojn, not without suine secret trepidation, no trace of 
whkih appeared on his face — he pulled a long his- 
trionic countenance. ‘My Lord/ said he, in soft, 
melancholy tones, ‘ your Lordship’s melancholy state 
of health gives me great anxiety ; and witlx many 
apologies to your Lordship, the Doctor is sent for, 
my Lord.' 

‘Why, Saunders, you are mad; there is nothing 
the matter with me.' 

* I beg your Lordship’s pardon, your Lordship ia 
veiy ill, and Br. Aberford sent Ibr.’ 

‘ You may go, Saunders/ 
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^Yes, my Lord. I couldnt help it; I’ve out* 
stepped my duty, my Lord, but I could not stand 
quiet and see your Lordship dyin^ by inches/ ** 
Here Mr. S. put a cambric handkerchief artistically 
to his eyes, and glided out, having disarmed oensuie^ 
Lord Ipsden fell into a reverie. 

* Is my mind or my body disordered ? Dr. Aber- 
ford ! — absurd ! — Saunders is getting tt)o pragmatical 
The Doctor shall prescribe for Trim instead of me ; by 
Jove, that would serve him right/ And my Lord ^ 
faintly chuckled. ‘ No ! this is what I am Ul of/~ 
and he read the fatal ifotc again. ' I do nothing ! — 
cruel, unjust,’ sighed he. ‘ I could have done, 
would have done, anything to please her. Do 
nothing! nobody does anything lyew — things don’t 
Come In your way to be done as they used centuries 
ago, or we should do them just the same ; it is their 
fault, not ours,’ argued his Lordship somewhat cm- 
fusedly ; then leaning his brow upon the sofe^ ho u 
wished to die : for, at that dark moment, life seemed 
to this fortunate man an aching void; a weary, « 
stale, flat, unprofitable tale ; a faded flower; a ball- 
room after daylight has crept in, and music, motion. ; 
and beauty are fled away. 

‘ Dr. Aberford, my Lord.* 

This announcement, made by Mr. launders, 
checked his Lord^ip’s reverie. 
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‘ Ijisults everybody, does he not, Saunders?" 

^ Yes, my I^d," said Saunders, monotonously. 

• Perhaps he will me ; that might amuse me," .said 
^ the other. 

A moment later the Doctor bowled into the apart- 
ment, tugging at his gloves, as he ran. 

The contrast between him and our poor rich 
friend is almost beyon^ human language. 

Here lay on a sofa, Ipsden, one of the most dis- 
tinguished young gentlemen in Europe : a creature 
incapable, by nature,, of a rugged tone or a coarse 
gesture ; a being without the slightest apparent pre- 
tension, but refined beyond the wildest dream of 
dandies. To him, enter Abcribrd, perspiring and 
shouting. He w\s one of those globules of hiunan 
quicksilver one sees now and then, for two seconds ; 
they sre, in fact, two globules ; their head is one. 
invariably bald, round, and glittering : die body is 
another in activity and shape, totus teres atquc ro- 
tundas ; ard iu hlty years tiiey live five centuries. 
Horum Rex Aberford — of these our Doctor was the 
chief. He had hardly torn off one glove, and rolled 
as far as the third flower from the door on his Lord- 
ship’s carpet, before he shouted, 

‘ This is patient, lolloping in pursuit of health. 
— Your hand," added he. For he was at the sofa 
long before his Lordship could glide off it. 
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‘ Tongue. — Pulse is good. — ^Breathe in my face.^ 

‘ Breathe in your face. Sir 1 how can I do that ? * 
(with an air of mild doubt.) 

‘ By first inhaling, and then exhaling in the direft- ^ 
tlon required, or how can I make acquaintance with 
your bowels ? * 

* My bowels ! * 

‘ The abdomen, and the. greater and lesser intes* 
tines. Well, never mind, I can get at them another 
way ; give your heart a slap, so. — Tliat's your liver. 
— And that’s your diaphragm/ 

• His Lordship having found the required spot 
'"some people that I know could not) and slapped it, 
the Aberlbrd made a circular spring and listened 
eagerly at his shoulder-blade f the result of this 
scientific pantomime seemed to be satisfactory, for he 
exclaimed, not to say bawled ; 

‘ Hallo ! *herc is a Viscount as sound as a roach I 
Now, young gentleman,’ added he; ‘your organs 
are superb, yet you are really out of sorts ; it follows 
you have the maladies of idle minds, love, perhaps, 
among the rest ; you blush, a diagnostic of that dis- » 
order ; make your mind easy, cutaneous disorder’s, t 
such as love, &c,, shall never kill a patient of mine, 
with a stomach like yours ; so, now to -cure you I ’ 
And away went the spherical Doctor, with his Irands 
behind him, not up* and down the room, but slanting 
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Und ticking, like a knight on a ches^-board. He 
liad not inade many steps, before, turning his upper 
globule, without, affecting his lower, he hurled bock, 
in k cold business-like tone, the following interroga- 
te : • 

‘ What are your vices ? * 

. * Saunders/ inquired the patient, ^ which arc my 

* ,n » 

Vices r 

‘M'Lord, Lordship hiisn’t any vices/ replied 
Saiindets, with dull mattcr-of-fuct solemnity. 

( * L«dy Barbara makes the same complaint/ thought 

/ Lord ipsden. 

4J 

‘It seems I have not luiy vices, Dr. Aberford, 
said he, de mu rely. 

‘ That is bad ; nofiiing to get hold ot What in- 
terests you then ? ’ 

* I dbn^t remember/ 

‘ What amuses you ? ’ 

' I forget.’ 

What I no winning horse to gallop away your 
rente?’ 

‘ No, sir ! ’ 

‘ No Opera Girl, to run her foot and ancle through 
your purse ? * 

‘ No, Sir ! and I think their ancles are not what 
they were/ * 

‘ Stuff! just the same, from their ancles up to 
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their ears, and, down. agaih *to their morals; it is 
your eyes that are sunk deeper into your head: 
Hum! no horses, lio vices, no dancers, no y^ht; 
you confound one’s notions of nobility, and I ought 
to know them, for I have to patch them aU- up a bit 
just before they go to the deuce/ 

‘ Bub I have, Doctor AberfordL’ 

‘What!’ 

' A yacht 1 and a clipper shti is too/ 

‘ Ah 1 — (Now IVe got hJrn)/ 

' In the Bay of Biscay she lay half a point nearer 
the wind than Lord H^ravyjib/ 

‘J51i ! bother Lord Heavyjib, and his Bay of 
Biscay/ 

‘ With all my hean, they have oftfh bothered me/ 

' Scnid her round to Grantou Pier, in the Firth of 
Fortiii/ 

‘ I will, Sir.^ 

‘And write down this proscription/ And away 
he walked again, thinking the pxescriptiom 
‘ Saunders,’ appealed his master. 

‘ Saunders be hanged/ 

‘ Sir ! ’ said Saunders, with dignity, ‘ I thank you/ 

‘ Don’t thank me, thank your own deserts/ replied % 
the modem ChestoHield. ‘ Oblige me by writing it 
yourself, my Lord, it is all the bodily exercise you 
will have had to-day*, no doubt/ 


c 
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The young Viscount bowed, seated himself* at a 
desk^ and wrote from dictation — 

‘ Dr. Aberford’s Prescription. 

‘ Make acquaintance with all the people of low 

estate, who have time to bo bothered with you ; 
learn tlieir ways, their minds, and, above all, their 

troubles.' 

‘ Won’t all this bore me ? ’ suggested tlie writer. 

- * You will see. Eclieve one fellow-creature every 
day, and let Mr, Saunders bcvjk the circumstances.’ 

‘ I shall like this part,’ said the patient, Iftying 
down his pen. ‘ How clever of you to think of such 
tilings ; may nof. I do two sometimes ?’ 

‘ Certainly not; one pill per day. — Write, Fish 
tho herring ! (that beats deer-stalking). Eun your 
nose into adventures at sea ; live on ten-pence, and 
earn it. Is it down ? ’ 

‘ Yes, it is down, but Sarunders woidd have written 
it better.’ 

‘ If he hadn’t he ought to be hanged/ said the 
Aberford, inspecting the work. ‘ I’m off, where's 
my hat ? oh, there ; where’s my money ? oh, here. 
Now look here, follow my prescription, and 


* You will soon have Mens sana jn corpore sano ; 
And not care whether the girls say yes or say no. 
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neglect it, and — ^rny gloves ; oh, in my pocket— you 
will be and ennuySy and — (an English parti- 
ciple, that means something as bad) ; God bless 
you ! * 

And out he scuttled, glided after by Saunders, 
for whom he opened and shut the street door. 

Never was a greater effect produced^by a doctor s 
visit : patient and physician ,wcre made for each 
other. Dr. Aberford was the specific fcr Lord 
ipsden. He came to him like a shower to a ikinting 
strawberry. 

Saimdcrs, on his return, found his lord pacing tlie 
apartment. 

^ Saunders,’ said he, smartly ; ‘ send down to 
Gravesend, and order the yacht to this place — wliat 
is it ? ’ 

‘ Granton pier. Yes, my Lord.’ 

‘ And, Saunders, take clothes, and books, and 
violins, and telescopes, and things — ^and me — ^to 
Euston Square, in an hour/ 

‘ Impossible, my Lord,’ cried Saunders, in dismay. 

‘ And there is no train for hours.’ 

His master replied with a hundred-pound note, 
and a quiet, but wickedish look ; and the prince of 
gentlemen’s gentlemen had all the required xtems^ - 
with him, in a specj^al train, within the specified 
time, and away they flashed, northwaids. 

0 2 
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It is said that oiDpdsItc characters make a union 
happiest; and perliaps Lord Ipsden, diffident of 
himself, felt the value to Inin of a creature so diffe- 
rent as Lady Barbara Sinclair; but the lady, for 
her part, was not diffident ol‘ herself, nor was sire in 
seurch of her opposite; on the contrary, she was 
Waiting patiently to find just such a man as she was^^ 
or fancied herself, a woman. 

•Accustomed to measure men by tlieir chai'actcrs 
alone, and to treat with sublime contempt the acci- 
dents of birth and fortune, she hhd been a little 
Btaggcred by the assurance of this butteifly that had 
proposed to settle upon her hand — for life. 

In a vrord, the beautiful writer of the fatal note 
was honestly romantic, according to the romance of 
1848 , and of good society ; of (jourse she was not 
affected by hair tumbling back or plastered down 
forwards, and a rolling eye went no farther witlx her 
than a squinting one. 
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Her romance was stem, not sickly. She was on 
the look-out for irpn virtues ; she had sworn to be 
wooed with great deeds, or never won; on this 
subject she had thought much, though not enough 
to ask herself whether great deeds are always to be 
got at, however disposed a lover may be. 

No matter ; she kept herself in reserv'O for some 
eainest man, who was not to come "flattering and 
fooling to her, but look another way and do 
exploits. 

She liked Lord Ipsden, her cousin once removed, 
but despised him lor •being agreeable, handsome, 
clcTcr, and nobob y. 

She was also a little bitten witli what she and 
otlicrs called the Middle Ages, in fact with that 
pictui’c of tlicni which Grub Street, imposing cm the 
simplicity ol‘ youth, had got up for sale by arraylbg 
painted glass, gilt rags, and fancy, against fact. 

With these Vague and sketchy notices we are 
compelled to part, for the present, with Lady Baiv 
bava: but it serves lier right; she has gone to 
establish lier court in Perthshire, and left her re- 
jected lover on our hands. 

Journeys of a few hundred miles are no longer^ 
described. 

.You exchange a dead, chair for a living chi^ 
Saunders puts in your hand a new tale like tiais ; 
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yl)u Eirmrn the superstitlgn of booksellers, wliicl* 
still inflicts uncut leaves upon humanity, though 
tailors do not send home coats with the sleeves 
stitched up, nor chambermaids put travellers into 
npjple-pic beds as well as dainj) slieots. You rend 
and read, and are at Edinburgh, fatigued more or 
less, but not by the journey. 

Lord Ipsden was, therefore, soon installed by the 
Firth side, full of the •Aberlurd. 

The young nobleman not only venerated the 
Doctor’s sagacity, but half admired liis brusg^uerie 
and bustle; things of which. he was himself never 
guilty. 

As for the prescription, that was a Delphic 
Oracle. Worlds could not have tempted him to 
deviate from a letter in it. 

fie waited with impatience for the yacht ; and, 
meantime, it struck him that the first part of the 
prescription could be attacked at onCc. * 

It was the afternoon of the day succeeding liis 
arrival. The Fileshirc hills, seen across the Flrtli 
from his windows, were beginning to take their 
charming violet tinge, a light breeze rufllcd the blue 
water into a sparkling smile, the shore was tranquil, 
and the se^ full of noiseless life, with the craft of all 
sizes gliding and dancing and curtseying on their 
trackless roads. * 
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The air was tepid, pure, and sweet as heaveii; 
this bright afternoon, nature had grudged nothing 
that could give fresh life and hope to such dwellers 
in dust and smoke and vice, as were there, to look 
awhile on her clean face and drinlc her honeyed i 
breath. 

This young gentleman was not insensible to the 
beauty of tlie scene. He was a little hzy by nature, 
«Tid made lazier by the mis&rtune of wealth, but 
he had sensibilities ; he was an artist of great natural 
talent ; had he only been without a penny, how he 
would have handled the brush ! And then he was < 
a Blighty sailor ; if he had sailed for biscuit a few 
years, how he would have handled a sliip ! 

As he was, he had the eye of a hawk for Nature's i 
beauties, and the eca always came back to him like 
a friend after an absence. » 

This Scene, then, curled round his hcATt a littlei * 
and he l‘elt*thc* good physician was wiser than the 
tribe that go by that name, and strive to build ' 
health on the sand}^ foundation of drugs. 

‘ Saunders ! do you know what Dr. Aberford 
means by the lower classes ? ’ 

‘ Perfectly, my Lord.' 

‘ Are there any about here ? ' 

* I am sorry to say they arc everywhere, my 
Lord.’ 
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* Gret me some ’ — {cigarette). 

Oat went Saundem, with his useful gracefiil 
em pree^ mmt^ but an internal shrug of his shoulders. 

He was absent an hour and a hall*; he then re- 
turned with a double expression on his lace — pride 
at his success in diving to the very bottom of So- 
ciety, and contempt of what he had fished up 
thence. 

He approached his’ Lord mysteriously, and said, 
eotto voce^ but impressively, ^Tliis is low enough, 
my Lord.’ Then glided back, and ushered in, with 
polite disdain, two lovelier w®mon than he had ever 
opened a door to in the wdrolc course ol‘ his perl'un5ed« 
existence. 

c 

On their heads they wore caps r»f Dutch or 
Flemish origin, with a broad lace bc»rder, stilloiK;!:! 
and arched over *the forehead, about three inches 
high, leaving the brow and cheeks uncncumbcrc'd. 

They hiul cotton jackets, bright ibd and yellow, 
mixed in patterns, confined at the waist by the 
apron-strings, but bobtailed below the waist; short 
woollen petticoats, with broad vertical stripes, red 
and white, most vivid in colour; white worsted 
stockings, and neat, though high-quartered shoes. 
Undier their jackets they wore a thick spotted cotton 
handkercluef, about one inch of which was visible 
round the lower part of the tbrotit. 
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Of their petticoats, the outer one wos kilted, or 
gathered up towards the front, and the second, of 
the same colour, hung in the usual way. 

Of these young women, one had art olix^e com- 
plexion, with the red blood mantling under it, and 
black liair, and glorious black eye-brows. 

The other was lair, with a uiassive but sliapcly 
throat, as white as milk ; glossy bro^ hair, the 
loose threads of wliich glittcredlike gold, and a blue 
eye, which being contrasted with dark eye-hrovrs 
and lashes, took the luminous effect peculiar to that 
rare beauty. • 

Their short petticoats revealed a neat ancle, and 
a leg with a noble swell ; for Nature, w^hen she is 
m earnest, builds beauty on the ideas of ancient 
sculptors and poets, not of modern poetasters, who 
wdth their aiiy-likc sylphs and their smoke-like 
verses, figlit for want of flesh in woman and want 
c»f lact in poetry fis parallel beauties. 

Tk'j/ are, my lads . — (JoMinuez ! 

These women liad a gnind corporeal tract; they 
had never known a corset ! so tliey were straight as 
javelins; they could lift their hands above their 
heads ! — actually ! Their supple persons moved as 
Nature intended ; every gesture was ease, grace, and 
freedom. 

Wliat with their oVn radiance, and the snowy 
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cleanliness and brightness of their costume, they 
came like meteors into the apartment. 

Lord Ipsden, rising gently from his seat, with the 
same quiet politeness with which he would have re- 
ceived tw'o princes of the blood, said, ‘ How do you 
do ? ’ and smiled a welcome. 

‘ Fine ! hoow’s yourscl ? ’ answered the dark lass, 
whose name was Jean Camie, and whose voice wis 
not so sweet as her Ikce. 

Wliat n lord are ye ? ’ continued she ; ‘ Are you 
a juke? I wad like line to hac a crack wi^ a juke.’ 

Saunders, who knew himself the cause of this 
question, replied, sotto voce^ * His lordship is a 
viscount.’ 

‘ 1 didna ken’t,’ was Jean s remark. ‘ But it lias 
a bonny soond.’ 

‘ What mail would ye hae ? ’ said the fair beauty, 
whose name was Christie Johnstone, llien appeal- 
ing to his Lordship as the likeliest to know, she 
added, ‘ Nobecllty is just a soond Itsel, I’m tauld.’ 

The Viscount finding himseJf expected to say 
something on a topic he had not attended much to, 
answered drily, ‘AVe must ask the republicans, 
they are the people tliat give tlieir minds to such 
subjects.’ 

‘ And yon man/ asked Jean Cariiie, ‘ is he a lord, 
too?’ • 
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^ 1 am Ills Lordship’s servant/ replied Saunders, 
gravely, not without a secret misgiving whether fete 
had been just. 

‘ Nil ! ’ replied she, not to be imposed upon, * ¥e 
are statelier and prof>dcr tlian this ane.’ 

‘ I will explain,’ said his master. ^ Saunders 
knows Ills value ; a sciwant like Saunders is rarer 
than an idle viscount.’ 

' ily Lord, my Lord ! ’ refiaonstmted Saunders, 
with a shocked and most disclamatory tone^ 

* Kather ! ’ was his inward reilcction. 

‘Jean,’ said Christie^ ‘ye hae muckle to laem* 
Are ye for herrin’ the day. Vile Count? ’ 

‘ No ! arc you for this sort of thing? ’ 

At this, Saunders, with a world of empressefnmtj 
efiered the Garni c some cake that was on the table. 

She took a piece, instantly spat it out into her 
hand, and with more energy than delicacy flung it 
into the fire.* * 

‘ Augli ! ’ cried she, ‘ just a sugar and saut butter 
thegither ; buy nac mair at yon shoop, Vile Count/ 

‘ Try this, out of Nature’s shop,’ laughed their 
entertainer ; and he offered them, himself, some 
peaches and things. 

‘ Hech ! a medi — cine ! ’ said Christie. 

‘ Nature, my lad,’ said Miss Camie, making her 
ivory teeth meet in *11x011 first ne^irine, ‘I didna 
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kon whaur yc stoep, but ye beat the other 
tioncrs, that div ye/ 

The fair lass, who had watched the Viscount tU 
this time as demurely m a cat cream, now ap- 
proached him. 

This young woman was the thinker; her voice 
was also rich, full, and melodious, and her manner 
ver}’ engaging ; it was Imlf advancing, half retiring, 
not easy to resist, or \o describe. 

^ Koo,’ said she, with a very slight blush stealing 
across her luce, ^ yc maun let me catechceze ye, wull 
ye?' 

Tlic hist two words were said in a -way that 
W'ould have induced a bear to reveal liis winter 
residence. 

' He smiled assent. Saunders retired to the door, 
and excluding every shade of curiosity I'roni liis 
£ice, took an attitude, half' majesty, half obsequl- 
ousness. 

Christie stood by Lord Ipsden, with one hand on 
her, hip (the knuckles downwards), but graceful as 
Antinous, and began. 

* Hoo muckle is the Queen greater than y’ are ? ’ 

His Lordship was obliged to reflect. 

‘ Let me see — as is the moon to a wax taper, so 
is her Majesty the Queen to you and me, and the 
r^st/ 
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* Au’ wliaur does the Juke * come in ? * 

‘ On this particular occasion, the Duke f makes 

me of us, my pretty maid/ 

‘I sec! Are na ye awfu' prood o’ being a 

I^rrd ? ’ 

‘What an idea!’ • 

‘His Lordship did not go to bed a sgin^g- 
jenny, and, rise up a lord, like some df them/ put 
in Saunders. • 

‘ Saunders/ said tlio Peer, doubtfully, ‘ eloquence 
rather bores people/ 

‘Then I mustn’t speak again, my Lord/ said 
Saunders, respectfully. 

‘ Is 00,’ said the fair inquisitor, ‘ ye shall tell me 
how ye came to be Lorrds, your facmily ? ’ 

* Saunders ! ’ 

* Ka I ye rnauna flee to Sandy for a thing, yO are 
no a bairn, are ye ? ’ 

Here was a diicinma, tlie Saunders prop knocked 
rudely away, and obliged to think for ourselves. 

But Saunders would come to his distressed master’s 
assistance. He furtively conveyed to him a plump 
book, — tlris wfis Saunders’s manual of faith ; the 
author was Mr. Burke, not Edmund. 

Lord Ipsden ran hastily over the page, closed the 
book, and said, ‘ Here is the story/ 

* Buoclcuch. * t WelliDgtoa. 
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‘ Five hundi’ed years ago — * 

‘Listen, Jean/ said Christie; ‘ we’re gaun to get 
a boeny story, ^ Five hundre’ years ago/’ ’ added 
she, with interest and awe. 

‘Was a great battle/ resumed the narrator, in 
cheerful tones, as one larking with history, — ‘ be- 
tween a King of England and his rebels. He was 
in the tliiok of the fight — ’ 

‘ That’s the King, Jean, he was in the thick 
o’t.’ 

‘ My ancestor killed a fellow who was sneaking 
behind him, but the next 'moment a inan-at-anns 
prepared a thrust at his majesty, who had his liands 
full with three assailants.’ 

‘Eh! that’s no liiir,’ said Christie, ‘as sure as 
deeth.’ < 

‘ My ancestor dashed forward, and as the King’s 
sword passed through one of them, he clove another 
to the waist with a blow.’ 

‘ Weel done ! wcel done ! ’ 

Lord Ipsden looked at the speaker, her eyes were 
glittering, and her cheek flushing. 

‘ Good Heavens ! ’ thought he ; she believes it ! ’ 
So he began to take more pains with his legend. 

‘ But for the spearsman/ continued he, ‘ he had 
nothing but his body ; he gave it, it was his duty, 
and received the death levelled at hia sovereign/ 
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* Hech ! puir mon/ And the glowing eyes began 
to glisten. 

‘ The battle flowed another and God gave 
victory to the right ; hut the King calBe back to look 
for him, for it was no common service.’ 

* Deed no ! ’ 

Here Lord Ipsden began to turn his ^ 5n^ 
wards, and call up the scene. He loW^Kl his 
voice. 

‘ They found him lying on his back, looking death 
in the face. 

‘The nobles, by the King’s side, uncovered os 
soon as lie was found, for they were brave men, too. 
There was a inoinent’s silence ; eyes met eyes, and 
said, this is a stout soldier’s last battle. 

, * The King could not bid him live.’ 

‘ Ka ! lad, King Deeth lias ower strong a grrip.* 

‘ But he did what Kings can do, he gave hin^ two 
blows wi til his* royal sword.’ 

‘ Oh ! the robber, and him a deeing mon.’ 

‘ live words from his royal mouth, and he and we 
were Barons of Ipsden and Hawthorn Glen 6om that^ 
day to tliis.’ 

‘ But the puir dying creature? ’ 

‘ Wlxat poor dying creature ? ’ 

‘ Your Forbear, lad.’ 

‘ I don’t know why you call him poor. Madam ; 
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all the men of that d^y a^e dust ; tliey arc the gold 
dust, who died with honour. 

* He looked round, uneasily, for his son, — ^fbr he 
had but one, — and when that son knelt, unwounded 
by him, he said, “ Good night, Baron Ipsden ' and 
so he died, fire in his eye, a smile on Ixis lip, and 
honour on his name for ever. I meant to tell you a 
lie, and I've told you the truth/ 

‘ Laddie,’ said Christie, Iralf admiringly, half re- 
proachfully, ‘ ye gar the tear come in my een. Heck ! 
look at yon lassie ! how could you think t’oat plums 
through siccan a bonny story ?/ 

*Hets,' answered Jean, who had, in fact, cleared 
the plate, ‘ I aye listen best when my ain mooth s 
stappit/ 

* But see, now/ ])ondercd Christie, ‘ twa words fra 
a King,— tliir titles are just brecth/ 

* Of course,’ was the answer. ‘ All titles are. 
Wliat is popularity ? ask Aristides a^id Lamartine : 

» — the breath of a mob, — smells of its source, — and 
is gone iefore the sun can set on it. Now the royal 
breath does smell of the Eosc and Crown, and stays 
by us from age to age/ 

The story had wanned our marble acquaintance, 
Saunders opened his eyes, and thought, ‘We shall 
wake up the House of Lords some evening,— 
ahau; 
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His Lordship then added, less waimiy, looking at 
the girls — ^ 

* I think I should like to be a fisherman/ So ' 
saying, my Lord yawned slightly. 

To this aspiration the young fishwives deigned 
no attention, doubting, perhaps, its sincerity; and 
Christie, with a shade of severity, inquired of him 
how he came to be a Vile Count, 

‘ A Baron s no’ a Vile Counf, I’m sure,’ said she ; 

‘ sae tell me how ye came to be a Vile Count/ 

‘ Ah ! ’ said he, * tliat is by no means a pretty 
story, like the other ; you will not like it, I am 
sure.’ 

‘ Ay, will I, — ay, will I ; I’m aye seeking knoew- 
ledge.’ 

,‘Wcll, it is soon told. One of us sat twenty 
years on one seat, in the same house, so one day he 
got up a — Viscount,’ 

‘ Ower ihuckle pay for ower little wark.’ 

* Now don’t say that, I wouldn’t do it to ^ Em- 
peror of Eussia.’ 

‘ Aweel, I hac gotten a heap out o’ ye ; sae noow 
I’ll gang, since ye are no for herrin* ; come away, 
Jean.’ 

At this their host remonstrated, and inquired, 
why bores are at one’s service, night and day, and 
briglit people are always in a hiirry; he was in- 
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formed, in reply, ‘ Labour is the lot o’ man, Div 
ye no ken that muckle ? And abune a’ o* women.’* 

‘ Why, what can two such pretty creatures have 
to do, except to be admired ? ’ 

This question coming within the dark beauty’s 
scoj)e, she hastened to reply. 

' To sell our herrin’ — we hae tliree hunclre’ left in 
the creel.* 

‘ What is the price ? * 

At this question the poetry died out of Christie 
Jolinstone's face, she gave licr companion a rapid 
look, indiscernible by male oyc, and answered — 

‘Three a penny, slrr; they arc no plenfj tire 
day,’ added she, in smooth tones that carried con- 
viction. 

. (Little liar, they were selling six a penny evgry- 
where). 

‘ Saunders, buy them all, and be ever so long 
about it ; count them, or some nonsense.’ 

‘He’s daft! he’s daft! Oh, yc ken Jean, an 
Ennglishman and a lorrU, twa daft things thegither, 
he could na’ miss the road. Coont them, lassie.’ 

‘ Come away, Sandy, till 1 count them till ye, 
said Jean. 

Saunders and Jean disappeared. 

Business being out of sight, curiosity revived 
• A local idea, I suspect.— 0. ft. 
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' * An’ what brings ye here lix)m London, if ye 
please? ’ recommenced the feir inquisitor. 

*You have a good countenance; there is some- 
thing in your face. I could find it in my heart to 
tell you, but I should bore-you/ 

* De’el a fear 1 Bore me, bore me ! whaat’s thaat, 
I wonder?’ 

* What is your name, madam ? Mine is Ijfflden.’ 

‘ They ca’ me Christie Johnstone.’ 

‘ Well, Christie Johnstone, I am under the doctor’s 
hands.’ 

‘ Puir lad. What’s the trouble ? * (solemnly and 
tenderly). 

* Ennui ! ’ (rather piteously). 

'Yawn-we ? 1 never heerd tell o’t.’ 

* 0 you lucky girl,’ burst out he ; ‘ but the doctor 
has undertaken to cure me : in one thing you could 
assist me, if^ am not presuming too far on our short , 
acquaintance. I am to relieve one poor distressed 
person every day, but I mustn’t do two : is not that 
a bore ?’ 

‘ Gie’s your Land, gie’s your hand. I’m vexed 
for ca’ing you daft. Hech ! what a saft hand ye hae* 
Joan, I’m saying, come here, feel this.’ 

Jean, who had run in, took the Viscount’s hax^ 
from Christie. 

‘ It never wroucht any/ explained Jean. 

P 2 
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^And he has bonny hair/ said Christie, just 
touching his lochs on the other side. 

‘ He’s a bonny lad/ said Jean, inspecting him 
scientifically, and point-blank. 

* Ay, is he/ said the other. * Aweel, there’s Jess 
Eutherfbrd, a widdy, wi’ four bairns, ye meicht do 
waur than ware your siller on her.’ 

* Five pounds to begin ? ’ inquired his Lordship. 

‘ Five pund i Are ye made o’ siller ? Ten 
schell’n!’ 

Saunders was rung for, and produced a one-pound 
note. 

* The licrrin is five and sax pence : it’^i four and 
sax pence Fm awln ye,* said the young fishwife, 
‘ and Jess will be a glad woman tl^e neicht.’ 

The settlement was efiected, and away svent <ho 
two friends, saying, 

‘ Good boye, Vile Count/ 

Their host fell into thought. 

‘ When have I talked so much ? ’ asked he, of 
himself, 

‘ Dr. Aberford, you are a wonderful man ; I like 
your lower classes amazingly,’ 

^Mefiez vous, Monsieur Ipsden!’ should some 
mentor have said. 

As the devil puts into a J>cglnner’8 hands, acc, 
i|ueen, five trumps, to give him a taste for whist, so 
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these lower classes have perhaps put forward one oi 
their best cards to lead you into a fidse estimate of 
the strength of their hand. 

Instead, however, of this, who should return to 
disturb tlie equilibrium of truth, but this Christina 
Johnstone, She came thong^+fully in, and said — 

‘ I’ve been taking a thoucht, and this is no what 
yon giule physeecian meaned; ye ar<=' :o to fling 
y\)ur cliacrity Jlke a bane till a doeg; yo’ll gang 
y(.nirsel to Jess Euihcrlbrd; Fluckcr Johnstone, 
iJiat’s my brotlier, will convoy ye.* 

^ But how 1? your brother to know me?* 

‘ IJow ? Becaiisc I’ll gie him a sair sair hidmg, if 
he lets ye gnug by.’ 

Slic then returned the one-pound note, a fresh 
setjtleinent was effected, and she left him. 

At tlie door, she said, * And 1 am muckle obleeged 
to ye for yc^ir story and your goodness.* 

Wliilst uttering these words, she half ki^ed hear 
liand to him, with a lofty and disengaged gesture, 
sucli as one might expect from a queen, if queens 
did not wear stays ; and was gone. 

Wlicn his LmSship, a few minutes after, sauntered^, 
out for a stroll, the first object be beheld w^as an exact 
human square, a handsome boy, with a body swelled 
out, apparently to the size of a man’s, with blue 
flannel, and blue cloth above it, leaning agains?t a 
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wall^ with his hands in his pockets — a statuette of 
i nsouciim ce. 

This marine puff-ball was Flucker Johnstone, aged 
fourteen. 

Stain his sister’s face with diluted walnut-juice, as 
they make the stage gipsy and Red Indian (two 
animals imagined by actors to be one), and you have 
Flucker’s face. 

A slight moral distinction remains, not to be so 
easily got over. 

She was the best girl in the place, and he a 
baddisli boy. 

^ He was, however, as sharp in his way as she was 
intelligent in hers. 

This youthful mariner allowed his Lordsliip to 
pass him, and take twenty steps, but watched hyn 
all the time, and compared, him with a description 
furnished him by his sister. j 

He then followed, and brought* him to, as he 
called it. 

* I daur say it’s you I’m to convoy to yon auld 
faggitti’ said this baddlsh boy. 

* On they went, Flucker rolling and pitching and 
yawing to keep up with the lordly galley, for a 
fisherman’s natural waddle is two miles an hour. 

At the very entrance of Kewhaven, the new pilot 
suddenly sung out, ‘ Starboard 
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Starboard it was, and they ascended a filthy 
* close ’ or alley ; tliey morinted a staircase which 
was out of doors, and without knocking, Flucker in- 
troduced himself into Jess Rutherford’s house. 

* Here a gentleman to speak till ye, wife. 
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chapter 111. 


The widow was weather-beaten and rougli. Sho 
sat mending an old nc^^ 

* The gentleman s welcome/ said she ; but there 
was no gratification in her tone, and but little 


surprise. 

His Lordship then explained that, understanding 
there were worthy people in distress, he was 
hopes he might be permitted to assist them, and that 
she must blame a neighbour of hers if lic/iad broken 
in upon her too abruptly with this object. He then, 
with a blush, hinted at ten shillings, whicli he begged 
she would consider as merely an instalment, until 
he could learn the precise nature of her embarrass- 
ments, and the best way of placing means at her 
disposal. 


The widow heard all this with a lack-lustr e mind. 
For many years her life had been unsuccessful 
labour; if anything ever had come to her, it had 
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always been a misfortune ; her incidents had been 
thorns — her events, daggers. 

She could not realise a human angel coming to her 
relief, and she did not realise it, and she worked 
away at her net. 

At this Flucker, to whom his Lordship’s speech 
appeared monstrously weak and pointle^, drew nigh, i 
and gave the widow, in her ear, his version, namely, 
his sister’s embellished. It was briefly this : — * That 
the gentleman was a daft lord from England, who 
had come with the bank in his breeks, to remove 
poverty from Scotland, beginning with her. “ Sae 
speak loud aneuch, and yc ’ll no want siller,” ’ was 
his polite corollary. 

His Lordship rose, kid a card on a chair, begged 
het to make use of him, et cetera ; he then, recalling 
the oracular prescription, said, ‘ Do me the favour to 
apply to im for any little sum you have a use for, 
and in return I will beg of you (if it does not bore 
you too much) to make me acquainted with any 
little troubles you may have encountered in the 
course of your life,’ 

His Lordship, receiving no answer, was about to 
go, after bowing to her, and smiling gracefully upon 
her. 

His liand was on the latch, when Jess Eutherfoid 
burst into a passion of^ tears. 
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He turned with surprise. 

^ My trovhlea^ laddie/ cried she, trembling all 
over. * The sun wad set, and rise, and set a^n, 
ere 1 could tell ye a' the trouble I hae come 
tiirough. 

• Oil ! ye need na vex yourself for an auld wiic's 
tears ; tears are a blcssin’, lad, I sliall assure yo. 
Mony’s the time I hae prayed for them, and could 
na hae them. Sit ye doon! sit ye doon! I’ll no 
let ye gang fra my door till I hae tliankit ye — l)ut 
gic me time, gie me time. I caiina greet a’ the days 
of tire week.’ 

Fluckcr, aitat. 14, opened his eyes, unable to 
connect ton sliillings and tears. 

Lord Ip.sdcn sat down, and felt very sorry for 
licr. 

And she cried at her ease. 

If one touch of nature make the whole world kin, 
methinks tlrat sweet and wonderful thing, sympathy, 
is not less powerful. Wliat liozcn barriers, what 
ice of centuries, it cun melt in a moment i 

His bare mention of her troubles liad surprised 
the widowed woman’s heart, and now she looked up, 
and examined his countenance ; it was soon done. 

A woman, young or old, high or low, can discern 
and appreciate sensibility in a man’s face, at a single 
glance. 
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What she saw there was enough. She was sure 
of sympathy. She recalled her resolve, and the tale 
of her sorrows burst from her, like a flood. 

Then the old fishwife told the young Aristocrat 
how' slie had borne twelve children, and buried six 
as bairns ; how her man was always unlucky ; how a 
mast fell on him, and disabled him a whole season ; 
how tlioy could but just keep the pot boiling by the t 
deep-sea fisliing, and lie was not allowed to dredge 
ibr oysters, because his father was not a Newhaven 
man. How, when the herring-fishing came, to 
make all riglit, he neve» had another man’s luck; 
how his boat’s crew would draw empty nets, and a 
boat alongside him would be gu nwal e down in the 
water with the fish. How, at last, one morning, 
tlie.L*0th day of November, hivS boat came in to 
Newhaven Pier without him, and when he was in- 
quired for, \us crew said, ‘He had stayed at home, 
like a hizy loon, and not sailed with them tlie night 
before.’ How she was anxious, and had all the 
public-houses searched, ‘For he took a di-op now 
and then, nac wemder, and him aye in the weather.’ 
Poor thing ! when he was alive she used to call him 
a drunken scoundrel to his face. How, when the 
tide went down, a mad wife, whose husband liad 
been drowned twenty years ago, pointed out some- 
tiling under tlic pier, tTiat the rest took for sea-weed 
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floating — how it was the hair of her man’s head, 
washed about by the water, and he was there, 
drowned without a cry or a struggle, by his enorm- 
ous boots, that kept him iii an upright position, 
though he was dead; there he stood,— dead — 
drowned by slipping from the slippery pier, close 
to his comrades’ hands, in a dark and gusty night ; 
how her dauglitcr married, and was well to do, and 
assisted her ; how she fell into a rapid decline, and 
died, a picture of health to inexperienced eyes. 
How she, the mother, saw and knew, and watched 
die treacherous advance of .disease and death; how 
others said gaily, ‘Her daugliter was Ijctlcr/ and 
she was obliged to say ‘ Yes.’ How she had worked, 
eighteen hours a-day, at making nets ; liow, w^hen 
she let out her nets to the other men at the hening- 
fishing, they always cheated her, because lier man 
was gone. How she had many times bad to c) loose 
between begging her meal and goihg to bed witliout 
it, but, thank Heaven I she had always chosen the 
latter. 

She told him of hunger, cold and anguish. As 
she spoke they became real things to him ; up to 
that moment they had been things in a story-book. 
And as she spoke she rocked herself from side to 
side. 

Indeed, she was a woman * acquainted with grief.’ 
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She might have said, ‘ Here I and sorrovsr sit 1 This 
IS my throne, bid kings come and bow to it ! * 

Her hearer felt this, and therefore this womans 
poor, old, and ngly, became sacred in his eye; it 
was with a strange sort of respect that he tried to 
console her. 

He spoke to her in tones gentle and as the 
south wind on a summer evening* 

‘ Madam,’ said he, " let me be so happy as to 
bring you some comfort. The sorrows of the heart 
I cannot heal ; they are for a mightier hand ; but a 
part of your distress appears to have been positive ^ 
need ; that, wc can at least dispose of, and I entreat 
you to believe, that from this hour want shall 
never enter that door again. Never I uj)on my 
honour T 

'Ae Scotch are icebergs, with volcanoes under^ 
neath ; thaw the Scotch ice, wliich is very cold, and 
you shall gel to the Scotch fire, warmer than any 
sun of Italy or Spain. 

His Lordship had risen to go. The old wife had 
seemed absorbed in her own grief; she now dried 
her tears. 

* Bide ye, Sirr,’ said she, ‘ till I thank ye.’ 

So she began to thank him, rather coldly and 

‘ He says ye are lotd,’ said she ; • I dinna kejt, 
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an’ I diJtma care ; but ye’re a geutleman, I daur say, 
and a kind hesErt' ye^'liae/ 

Then she began to warm, 

* And ye’ll never be a gmln the poorer for the 
siller ye hae glen me; for he dxat giveth to die 
poor lendeth to the Lord.’ 

Then she begun to glow. 

‘ But it’s no your siller ; dinna think it — na, 
lad, na ! Oh, fine ! I ken* there’s mony a supper 
for the baiins and me in yon bits metal ; but I 
eanna feel your siller iis as I I’eel your winsome 
smile — the drop in your young cen — an’ the 
sweet words ye gied me, in the sweet music c’ your 
Soothern tongue, Gude bless ye I’ ('\Anicre was 
her ice by this time^ ^ Gude bless yc! and I 
bless ye r 

And she did bless him ; and what a blessing it 
was; — not a melodious generality, Uke a stage 
parent’s, or papa s in a darnsers nbvel* It wtis like 
the son of Barak on Zophim. 

She blessed him, as one who liad tlie power and 
the right to bless or curse. 

She stood on the high ground of her low estate, 
and her afflictions — and demanded of their Creator 
to bless the fellow-creature that had come to her aid 
and consolation. 

This woman had suffered to limits of en- 
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lui-ance ; yesterday she had said, * Surely the 
Ahuighty does na see me a* these yeirs { * 

So now she blessed him, and her heart’s Wood 
seemed to gush into words. 

She blessed him by land and water. 

She knew most mortal griefs ; for i^he Ixad felt 
them. T 

She warned them away from him one by one. 

She knew the joys of life ; for slie had felt their 
want. 

She summoned tlit;m one by one to his side. 

. ‘ And a fair wind to your ship/ cried she; 
the storms aye ten miles to leeward o’ her.’ 

Many happy days, ‘an weel spent,’ she wished 
him. 

‘ JHis love should love him dearly, or a better take 
her place.’ 

‘ Health his side by day ; sleep to hif; pillow 
by night.’ * * 

A thousand good wislies came, like a tofi’ent of 
fire, from her lips, with a power that eclipsed his 
dreams of human eloquence ; and then, changing in 
a moment from the thunder of a .Pythoness to the 
tender music of some poetess mother, she end^ — ^ 

‘ An’ oh, my boenny, buenny lad, may ye be wi’ 
the rich upon the airth a’ your days — AND Wl’ THE 
PHTR ’in the WARLD TO COlCS ! ’ 



4S 


CHHXSTtE 


His Lordship’s tongue refused liim tlie thin 
phrases of society. 

‘ Farewell for the present,' said he, and he went 
quietly away. 

He paced thoughtfully home* 

He had drunk a fact with every sentence ; and an 
idea widi every fact. 

For the knowledge wc have never realized 
is not knowledge to us — only knowledge’s 
shadow. 

With the banished Duke, he now began to feel 
* we are not alone unhappy this universal world 
contains other guess sorrows than yours, Viscount — 
scilicet than nnvarying health, unbroken leisure, and 
iiSIculable income. 

Then this woman’s eloquence I bless me ! he had 
seen folk murmur politely in the Upper House, and 
drone or hammer away at the Sj>caker,down below, 
with more heat than warmth. • 

He had seen nine hundred wild beasts fed with 
peppered tongue , in a menagerie callai L'Assemblee 
NaUofude. 

His ears had rung often enough, for that matter. 

This time his heart beat. 

He had been in the principal Courts of Europe : 
knew what a handful of gentlefolks call ‘ the World 
had experienced the honeyed words of courtiers ; 
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the misty nothings of diplomnUsts ; saaA the iimobeiit 
prattle of mighty kinga 

But hitherto he seemed to have undergone gih 
berish and jargon ; — 
i Gibberish and jargon — Political I 
Gibberish and jargon~Social I 
Gibberish and jargon — Theological J 
Gibberish and jargon — Positive I 
People had been prating — Jess had spoken* 

Buti it is to be observed, he was under the double 
effect of eloquence and novelty ; and, so sittaated, 
we ovciTate things, you know. 

That night he made a provision for this poor 
woman, 'in case lie should die before next week* 

* Who knows,’ said he, ‘ she is such an unlucky 
woman/ 

Then he went to bed, and whetlier from the 
widow’s blessing, or the air of the place, he slept 
like a ploughboy. • 

Leaving Eichard, Lord Ipsden, to work out the 
Aberford problem — to relieve poor people, one or 
two of whom, like the Eutherford, were grateful, 
the rest acted it to the life — ^to receive now and then 
a visit from Christina Johnstone, who borrowed 
every mortal book in his house, who sold him fish, 
mvariably cheated him by the indelible force of 
habit, and then remorsefully undid the bargain, with 
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a peevish entieaty that *he would not be so gveen, 
for there was no doing business with him/ — ^to be 
fiiafeened upon by Flucker, who, with admirable 
smoothness and cunning, wormed himself into cabin- 
boy on board the yacht, auiTman-at-alms ashore. 

To cinise in search of adventures, and meet 
nothing but disappointments ; to acquire a browner 
tint, a lighter stop, and a jacket, oui- story movers lor 
a while towards liumblcr pcrsi)rja4H‘% 
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CHAPTER IV, T 

Jess Rutheiifckd, widow of Alexander Jolmstqne* 
for Newliaven wives, like great artists, change their 
conditions without changing their names, was known 
in the town only as a dour wife, a sour old carline. 
Whose fault? 

Do wooden faces and iron tongues tempt sorrow 
to put out its snails’ lioms ? 

hardly spoke to any one, or any one to her, 
but four days after the visit we have described, 
people began to b^nd looks of sympathy on her, to 
step out of their way to give her a kindly good- 
morrow ; after a bit, fish and meal used to bo placed 
on her table by one neighbour or another, when she 
was out : and so on. She was at first behind-hand 
in responding to all this, but by degrees she thawed 
to those who were thawing to her. Next, Saunders 
called on her, and showed her a settlement, made for 
^er benefit, on certain" Idiids in Lanarkshire. She 
pros at ease for life. 
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The Almighty had seen her all these years, 

But h0W came her neighbours to melt ? 

Because a nobleman hod visited her. 

Not exactly, dear novel-reader. 

This was it. 

That same night, by a bright fire lighting up 
^wy walls, burnished copper, gleaming candle- 
sticks, and a dinner-table floor, s^t the mistress of 
tlie house, Christie Johnstone, and her brother, 
riucker. 

She with a book, he with his reflections opposite 
her. 

‘ Lassie, hae yc ony siller past ye ? ' 

* Aye, lad ; an’ I mean to keep it ! ’ 

The baddisli boy had registered a vow to the con- 
trary, and proceeded to bleed his (for to do ' 
Christie justice the process was not very dissimilar), 
riucker Jiad a versatile genius for mfJking money ; 
he had made it in forty different ways, by land and 
sea, ten pence at a time. 

* I hae gotten the life o’ Jess Rutherford, till ye,* 
said he. 

^ Gicst then/ 

m 

* I'm seeking half-arcrown for 't,* said he. 

Now, he knew he should never get hall-a-orown, 
but he also knew that if ]|)e asked a shilling, he 
sliould be beaten down to four pence. 



CSHRISUB JOHSrSTOim, 


53 


So half-ft^vown waa Us first bode. 

The enemy, iriih mg^ at her heart, called up a 
humorous smile, and paying ‘ an yeTl'get sax peace,* 
went about some household matter ; in reality, to let 
her proposal rankle in Flucker. 

Flucker lighted liis pip^ slowly, oil# who 
would not do a sister the injWitioe to ]iotio| so jtmM 
a proposition* 

He waited fresh overtures. 

They did not come. 

Christie resumed her book. 

Then the baddish boy fixed his eye on the fire, 
and said softly and thoughtfully to the fire, * Hech, 

^ what a heap o* troubles yon woman has coma 
through.’ 

This stK)ke of art was not lost. Christie looked 
up from her book ; pretended he had spoken to her, 
gave a fictitipus jawn, and renewed the m^gociation 
with the air of one disjrosed to kill time. 

She was dying for the story. 

Commerce was twice broken off, and renewed by < 
each power in turn. 

At last the bargain was struck at fourteen jgencc. ♦ 

Then Flucker came out, the honest morchmt 

He had listened intently, with mercantile views. 

He had the widow’s sorrows all off pet. 

He was not a bit affected himself, but by pun. 
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memory he remembered where she had bccii most 
iigitated or overcome. 

He gave it Christie, word for w^ord, and even 
tlirew In what dramatists call * the business/ thus— 

* Here ye suld greet — * 

* Here ye’ll j^lay your liand like a genifTe.* 

* Gerafic? That’s a beast, I’m thinking.’ 

‘ Nil ; it’s the tiling on the liiil that muks signals.’ 

‘ Telegraph, ye llilish goloshen I ’ 

* Oo ay, telcgriiph 1 GerafTe’s sunest said for a’.’ 

Thus Jess Rutlicrford’s life came into Christie 

Johnstone’s hands. • 

She told it to a knot of the natives next day : it 
lost nothing, for she was a woman of feeling, and by 
intuition an artist of the tongue. She w^as the best 
rc boontm r in a place where there are a hundred, 
mole and female, who attempt that art. 

The next day she told it again, and then inferior 
narrators got hold of it, and it soon circulated through 
the town. 

And this was the cause of the sudden eymputhy 
with Jess EutherfonL 

As our prigs Avould say, 

< Art liad adopted her cmi^o and ud jmed her 
tale/ 
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CHAPTER V. 

The fishing village of Newhavcn is an tuuqne 
place ; it is a colony that retains distinct features ; 
the people seldom intermarry with their Scotch 
neighbours. • 

Some say the colony is Dutch, some Danish, 
some Flemish, The character and cleanlinear . d 
their female costume points rather to the latter* ' 

•Fish, like horse-flesh, corrupts the mind lUid 
manners. 

After a certa^ age, the Newhaven fishwife is 
always a blackguard, and ugly; but the 

younger specimens, who have not traded too much, 
or come into much contact with larger towns, a 
charming modesty, or else slyness (such as no man 
can distinguish from it, so it answers every pur^ 
pose), is to be found, combined with rare grace and 
beauty. 

It is a race of i^sfomcn that the northern sun 
peachifies instead of rosewoodiasing. 
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On Sundays the majority sacrifice appearance to 
fashion ; these turn out rainbows of silk, satin, and 
lace* In the week they were all grace, and no 
stays ; now they seem all stays and no grace. They 
never look so ill as when . they cliange their * cos- 
tume ’ for ‘ dress/ 

The men are smart fishermen, distinguislicd from 
the other fishermen of the Firth chiefly by their 
* dredging song.* 

This old song is money to them : — tlius. 

Dredging is practically very stiff rowing lor ten 
hours. 

Now both the Newhaven men, and their rivals, 
are agreed that tliis song lifts them througli more 
work than untunCd fishermen can manage. 

I have heard the song, and seen the work dime 
to it ; and incline to think it helps tlie oar, not only 
‘ by keeping the time true, and tho spirit alive, but 
also by its favourable action on the limgs. It is 
sung in a peculiar ^^ay : the sound is, as it were, 
expelled from the chest in a sort of musical ejacu- 
lations; and the like, wc know, was done by the 
ancient gymnasts ; and is done by French bakers, in 
lifting their enormous dough, and by our paviours. 

The song, in itself, does not contain above seventy 
Stock verses, but these pereimial lines are a nucleus, 
round which the men improvise the topics of the 
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day, gi^ingf I know not lor what reason, the pre*^ 
lerence to such as verge upon indelicacy* 

The men and women are musical and narrative; 
dnee out of four can sing a song or tell a story, and 
they omit few opportimities. 

Males and females suck whiskey like milk, and 
are quarrelsome in proportion : the men fi^t (round 
handed), the women floicht or scold, in the form 
of a tea-pot, — the handle fixed and the spout sawing 
the air. 

A singular custom prevails here : 

The maidens have only one sweetheart a-piece!l! 

So the whole town is in pairs. 

The courting is all done on Saturday night, by 
tlic lady’s fire. It is liard to keep 8ut of a groove 
in which all the town is running; and tlie Johnstone 
had possessed, as more property — -a lad I 

She was so*wcakhy that few of them could pre* 
tend to aspire to her, so slie selected for her chattel 
a young man called Willy Liston ; a youth of an 
unhappy turn, — he contributed nothing to hilarity, 
his face was a kill-joy, — nobody liked him ; for this 
female reason Christie distinguished him. 

He found a divine supper every Saturday night, 
in her house ; he ate, tind sighed ! Clixistie fed him, 
and laughed at him. 

Plucker ditto. 
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As she neither fed nor laughed at any other nian^ 
soine twenty wei'e bitterly jealous of Willy Liston, 
and this gave the blighted youth a cheerful moment 
or two. 

But the bright alliance received a check some 
rnontlis before onr talc. 

Christie was hdliio liJtuiM^um ! and like others wlio 
have that taste, and can only gratify it in the inter- 
val of manual exercise, she read vei*y intensely in 
her hours of study. A book absorbed her. She 
was like a leecli on those occasions, non mtsmra 
cutem : even Jean Carnie,*her coadjutor or ‘neebor/ 
as they call it, found it best to keep out of her way 
till the book was sucked. 

One Saturday night Willy Liston’s evil star or- 
dained that a gentleman of Frencli origin*^ and' 
Spanish dress, called Gil Bias, should be the John- 
stone’s companion. ^ 

Willie Liston arrivc<l. 

Christie, who had bolted the door, told him fmm 
the window, civilly enough, but decidedly, ‘ She 
would excuse his coinjjany, that night.’ 

‘Vara weel,’ said Will}', and departed. 

I^ext Saturday — no Willy came. 

Ditto the next Willy was waiting the amende^ 

Christie forgot to make it^ 

One day she 'was passing the boate, Willy beck- 
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oned her mysteriously; he led her to liis boat, which 
was ctillod * The Christie Johnstone by the boatV’ 
side was a paint pot and brush. 

They had not supjx^d together fur five Saturdays. 

Ergo, Mr, Liston had painted out the four first 
Ictt(us of ‘ Cliristie,* ho now proceeded to paint 
out tiic filth, giving Jicr to understand, that if she 
allow al (he whulu uanui to go» a letter every bkiik 
Saturday, lior ijnag<i would be gradually, but cf- 
fi'Ctually, (bl iterated from the lieart ListonJaiu 

M V reader luus done, what Liston did not, antioi- 
pate h(‘r answ(‘r. She ^'ecoinmcndcd him, whilst 
his hand Wiis in, to paint out the entire name, and 
with white paint and a smaller brush, to substitute 
some other female appellation. So saying, she 
^rip(>cd oiF. 

Mr. Liston on tliis was guilty of the fiillowing 
ineonsisteney*; lie^ pressed the paint carefully out 
of the brush into tlie pot : having thus economized 
his material, he hurled the pot which contained his 
economy, at ‘tie Johnstone,’ he tlicn adjourned to 
the ‘Peacock,’ taid ‘a\vay at once with, love and 
reason.’ 

Thenceforth, when men asked who was Christie 
Johnstone’s lad, the answer used to be, ‘ She’s seek- 
ing ane.’ Qiielle horreur ! ! 

Kewhaven doesn’t know everything, but my in- 
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telligeiit reader suspects, and if oonfirming his eu8> 
picioufl can reconcile him to our facts, it will soon 
be done. 

But he must come with us to Edinburgh; it’s 
only three miles. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

A r.rrrLK band of painters came into J^inburgb 
from a professional walk. Three were of Edin- 
burgh: Groove, aged fifty; Jones and Hyacinth, 
young ; the latter long-haired. 

With them was a youftg Englishman, the leader 
of the expedition — Charles Gatty. 

His stop was clastic, and his manner wonderfully 
animated, without loudness. 

• ‘A bright day,’ said he. ‘ The sun forgot where 
he was, and shone; everything was in favour <£ 
art.’ 

• • 

‘ Oh dear, no,’ replied old Grove, * not where 
I was.’ 

* Why, what was the matter? ' 

* The flies kept buzzing and biting, and sticking 
in the work : that’s the worst of out o’ doors ! ’ 

‘ The flies I is tliat all ? Swear the spiders in 
special constables next time,’ cried Gatty. < We shall 
win the day :’ and lighj shot into his hazel eye. 

‘ Ihe world will not always put up with tlie hum-*^ 
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hugji of the brushy whoy to imitate naturey turn thoix 
book on her. Paint an out a’ door scene in dooiif 4 
I swear by the" sun it’s a He ! the one stupid, im* 
pudent lie, that glitters amongst the lies of vulgar 
arty like Satan amongst Belial, Mammon, and all 
those beggars. 

* Now look here ; the barren outlines of a scene 
must be looked at, to be done ; hence the sketching 
system slojir^cllers of the Academy ! but tlie million 
deUcacies of light, slnide, and colour, can bo trusted 
to memory, can they ? ’ 

* a lie big enough to shake the earth out of her 
course ; if any part of the work could be ti usted to 
memory or imagination, it happens to he the bare 
outlines, and they can’t. The million subtleties of 
light and colour ; learn them by heart, and say tliem 
ofi’ on canvas ! the highest angel in the sky must 
liave his eye upon them, and look devilish sharp, 
too, or he shan’t paint them: I give him Charles 
Gatty’s word for ihat’ 

‘ That’s very eloqucmt, I call it,’ said Jones. 

‘ Yes,’ said poor old Grove, ‘ tlie lad will never 
make a painter.’ 

‘ Yes I shall, Grove ; at least I hope so, but it must 
be a long time first,’ 

‘ 1 never knew a polntOt' wlro could talk and 
paint both,* explained Mr. Grove. 
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* Very well/ saiE Gatty, * Then III say but one 

woi\l more, and it is this. The artifice of painting 
is old enough to die ; it is time the art was bom. 
Whenever it does come into the world, you will see 
no more dead corpses of trees, grass, and water, 
roblxsd of their Hlb, tlie sun-light, and flung upon 
canvas in a studio, by the light of a ciga^ and a 
lie — and * 

llow much do you cxpf‘ct for your picture? 
interrupted Jones. 

* "VMiat has that to do with it ? With these little 
swords* (waving his brush); ‘ well fight for nature* 
light, tmth-light, and sun-light, against a world in 
amis, — no, woi*se, in s waddluig -clotlics/ 

‘ With these little swerrds,* replied poor old 
Ghrovc, * we shall cut our own tJiroats if we go 
ttgainsi people’s prejudices/ 

The young '^artist laughed tne old daubster a 
merry defiance, and then separated from the p^ty, 
lor his lodgings were down the street. 

He had not left them long, before a most musical 
voice was heard, crying, 

‘ A caallerr owoo ! ’ 

And two young fishwives hove la sight. 

The boys recognised one of tliem as Gatty’s 
sweetheart. , 

* Is he m love with her? ’ inqv^ed Jones. 
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Hyacinth the long-haired undertook to reply. 

* He loves her better than anything in the world, 
excsept Art Lovb and Art are two beautiful things,’ 
whined Hyacinth. 

* She, too, is beautiful. I have done her/ added 
he with a simper. 

* In oil?’ asked Grove. 

‘ In oil ? no, in verse, here,' and he took out a 
paper. 

‘ Then hadn’t we better cut, you might propose 
reading them/ said poor old Grove. 

‘ Have you any oysters?’ inquired Jones of the 
Camie and the Johnstone, who were now alongside. 

* Plenty/ answered Jean. ‘ Hae ye ony siller ? ’ 

The artists looked at one another, and didn't all 

speak at once. ^ 

‘ I, madam/ said old Grove, insinuatingly, to 
Christie, ‘ am a friend of Mr. Gatty’s ; perhaps, on 
that account, you would lend me an byster or two.’ 

‘ Na,’ said Jean, sternly. 

* Hyacinth,’ said Jones, sarcastically, ‘ give them 
your verses, perhaps that will soften tliem.’ 

Hyacinth gave his verses, descriptive of herself, 
to Christie. 

This youngster was one of those who mind other 
people’s business. 

Alienis studiis delectatus contempsit suum. 
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lis destiny was to be a bad painter, so be wanted 
to ]p an execrable poet. 

pi this morning he had been Hoggrelling, when 
he ought to have been daubing; and now he wili 
ha p Jo sup olF a coloured print, if he sups at all 
<|hristie read, blushed, and put the verses in her 
bosAn. 

< Pome awa. Gusty,* said Jean. 

‘ ilets,* said Christie, ‘ gle the puir lads twamree 
oysters, what the waur will we be ? ' 

gb they opened oysters for them ; and Hyacinth 
tVx? long-haired looked down on the others with sar- 
castico-bcnignant superiority. He had conducted a 
sister art to the aid of his brother brushes. 


* The poet’s empire, all our hearts allow j 
•Hut duggrers i)ower was never kno^vn till now.* 
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CHAPTER vri. 

At the commencement of last chapter, 

Catty, artist, was going to usher in a new staP of 
things, true art, etc. Wales was to be paintetr^iU 
W^s, not Poland-street. 

He and live or six more youngsters were to be in 
tlic Ibrcmost files of truth, and take the world by 
storm. 

This was at two o’clock ; it is now five ; where- 
upon the posture of affairs, the prospects of art, the 
face of the world, the nature of tilings, are quite the 
reverse. 

In the artist’s room, on the floor, was a small 
child, whose movements, and they were many, were 
viewed with huge dissatisfaction by Charles Catty, 
Esq. This personage, pencil in hand, eat slouching 
and morose, looking gloomily at his intractable 
modch 

Things were going on very badly ; he had been 
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waiting two hours for m infantine pose, as common 
as dirt, and the little viper would die first. 

Out of doors everything was nothing, for the sun 
was obscured, and to all appearance extinguished fox 
ever. 

* Ah I Mr. Groove/ cried he, to that worthy; who 
peeped in at that moment; ‘you are righ^, it is 
better to plough away upon canvas blindfold, 
our grandfathers — ^no, grandmothers, use^, than to 
kill ourselves, toiling after such coy ladies as Nature 
and Truth/ 

‘A wcel, I dinna ken, *Sirr/ replied Groove, *in 
smooth tones. ‘ I did’na like to express my warm 
approbation of you before the lads, for fear of making 
them jealous,’ 

** They be no 1 ’ 

‘ I ken what ye wad say, Sirr, an it wad hae been 
a vara just an .sprightly observaation. Aweel, be^ 
tween oursels, I look upon ye as a young gentleman 
of amazing talent and moedesty. Man, ye dinna do 
yoursel justice ; ye should be in th’ Academy — at 
the hede o’t.’ 

‘ Mr. Groove, I am a poor fainting pilgrim on the 
road, where stronger spirits have marched erect 
before me/ 

‘ A faintin pelgrim I Deil a frights o’ ye, ye’re 
a brisk and bonny lad. Ah, Sirr, in my juvenile 

F 2 
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days, we didiia fash wi nature, and truth, an the 
like/ , 

* The like ! What is like nature and truth, cxce])t 
themselves ? ’ 

‘ Vara true, Sin* ; vara true, and sae I doot I will 
never attain the height o’ profeecicncy ye hae reached. 
An at this vara moment, Sir,’ continued Groove, 
with delicious solemnity and myst(*ry, * ye see before 
ye, Sir, a man wha is in maist dismal want — o* ton 
shellen ! ’ — (A pause.) — ‘ If your superior talent has 
put ye in possession of that sum, ye would oblcege 
me infinitely by a temporary accoramodaation, Mr. 
Gaattic.’ 

‘ Why did you not come to the point at once ? ’ 
cried Gatty, brusquely, ‘instead of humbling mo 
with undeserved praise-* There.’ — Groove held 6ut 
his hand, but made a wry face when, instead of 
money, Gatty put a sketch into^his Ivmd. 

^ ‘ There,’ said Gatty, ‘ tliat is a lie ! ’ 

‘ How can it be a lee ? ’ said the other, with sour 
inadvertence. ‘ How can it be a lee, when I hae na 
spoken ? ’ 

‘ You don’t understand me. That sketch is a 
libel on a poor cow and an unfortunate oak tree. 1 
did them at the Academy. They had never done 
me any wrong, poor things ; they suffered unjustly. 
You take them to a shop, swear they axe a tree and 
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cow or a tree, will give you ten shillings for them*’ 

‘ Are ye sure, lad ? ’ 

‘ I am sure. Mr. Groove, Sir, if you cannot sell a 
lie for ten shillings, you are not fit to live, in this 
world ; where is tlie lie that will not sell for ten 
shillings ? ’ 

‘ I shall think the better o’ lees all my days ; Sir, 
your words arc inspeeriting.’ And away went 
Groove with the sketch. 

Gatty reflected, and stopped him. 

* On second thoughts, Groove, you must not ask 
ten shillmgs ; you must ask twenty pounds for that 
rubbish.’ 

‘Twenty pund! What for will I seek twenty 

pund?’ 

‘ Simply because people that would not g^ve you 
ten shillings for it will oficr you eleven pounds fcl 
it if you ask twenty pounds.’ 

‘ The fules,’ roared Groove. ‘ Twenty pund 
hem ! ’ He looked closer into it, ® For a*,’ said he, 
‘ I begin to obsairve it is a work of great merit. I’ll 
seek twenty pund ; an Fll no tak less than fifteem 
schelln, at present.* 

The visit of this routine painter did not cheer our 
artist. ^ 

The small child got a coal, and pounded the ButJt 
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with it, like a machine incapable of iatigue. So the 
wifihed-for more remote than ever« 

The day waked instead of lighter ; Mr. 

Gate’s reflections took also a still more sombre 
hue. 

‘ Even Nature spites us/ thought he, ‘ because, we 
love her.’ 

* Then, cant, tradition, numbers, slang, and money 
are against us ; the least of these is singly a match 
for truth ; we shall die of despair or paint cobwebs 
in Bedlam ; and I aii\ Ikint, weary of “a hopeless 
struggle; and one man’s, brush is truer than mine, 
another’s is bolder, — my hand and eye are not in 
tune. Ah I no ! I shall never, never, never, be a 
painter.’ 

These last words broke audibly from him, as^ hi.s 
head went down almost to his knees. 

A hand was placed on his shoulder, as a flake of 
snow falls on the water. It was Christie Johnstone, 
radiant, who had glided in unobserved. 

* V/hat’s wi’ang wi ye, my lad ? ’ 

* The sun is gone to the devil, for one thing/ 

*Hech! hech! ye’ll no be long* ahint him; div 

ye no think sliame.’ 

‘ And I want that little brute just to do so, and 
he’d die first/ 

, t 

‘ Oh ! ye villain, to ca’ a bairn a brute ; there’s 
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but ae brute here, m it’s no you, Jamie, nor mo,—’ 
is it my lamb?' 

She then stepped to the windoV. 

‘ It’s clear to windward ; in ten minutes ye'll hae 
plenty sun. Tak your tools noo,’ And at the word 
she knelt on the floor, whipped out a paper of sugar- 
plums, and said, to him she had christened^ Jamie,’ 
— ‘ Heh I Here’s sweeties till ye.’ Out went 
Jamie’s arms, as if he had been a machine, and she 
had pulled tlie right string. 

‘ Ah, that will do,’ said Gatty, and sketched aw^ay. 

Unfortunately Jamie was quickly arrested oh the 
way to immortality by liis mother, who came in, 
saying,— 

‘ I maun hae my bairn, — he canna be aye wasting 
vki^time here.* 

This sally awakened the satire that ever lies 
ready in piscatory ^bosoms. 

* WastingHbis time ! ye’re no blate. Oh, ye’ll be 
for taking him to the college to laem pheesick, — 
and teach maenners.’ 

‘ Ye needna begin on me,’ said the woman, ^I’m 
no match for Nbwhaven.’ 

So saying she cul short the dispute by carrying 
off the gristle of contention. 

‘Another enemy to^rt,* said Gatty/ hurling away 
his pencil. 
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The yoting fishwife enquired if there were 
any more griefs: what she had heard had not 
accounted, to her raison, for her companion's 
depression. 

‘ Are ye sick, laddy ? ' said she. 

* No, Christie, not sick, but quite, quite down in 
the mouth.' 

She scanned him thirty seconds. 

* What had ye till your dinner? * 

^ I forget/ 

‘ A choep, likely ? ’ 

* I think it was/ 

* Or maybe it was a steak ? ' 

‘ I dare say it was a steak. 

* Taste my girdle cake, that IVe brought for ye/ 

She gave him a piece; he ate it rapidly,- filial 

looked gratefully at her. 

‘ Noo, div ye no think shanie to look me in the 
face? Ye hae na dined ava.' And she wore an in- 
jured look. 

^ Sit ye there ; it s ower late for dinner, but ye’ll 
get a cup tea : doon i' the mooth, nae wonder, when 
tething gangs doon your * 

In a minute she placed a tea-tray, and ran into, 
the kitchen with a tea-pot. 

The next moment a yell was heard, ami she ro* 
turned laughing, with another tea-pot. 



‘The ^ ^*®**^* *"^ 

tiufl lawless &ragcir. , , i_ . • 

Tea and cake on the table— beanty seated bj am 

Bide— all in less than a minute. 

He offered her a piece of cake. 

‘ Na! I am no for any.’ 

‘Nor I then,’ said he. 

'Hets! cat, Itellyc.’ 

He replied by putting a bit to her heaveriy mouth, 

‘ Ye’re awfu’ opinionated,’ said she, with a coun- 
tenance tliat said nothing should induce her, and 
eating it almost contemporaneously. _ 

« Put plenty sugar.’ added she, referring to the - 
Chinese infusion ; ‘ mind, I hae a sweet toodu’ 

‘ You have a sweet set,’ said he, approaching an- 

morsel. 

They showed themselves by way of smde, and eon 
^riucd the accusation. 

‘ Aha ! lad,’ animered she ; ‘ they Ve been the death 

o’ inony a herrin 1 , /'ll 

‘ Now, what does that mean in English, Christie f 

‘ My grinders — (a full stop). 

‘ Which you approve — (a full stop). 

‘ Have been fatal— (a full stop). 

‘ To many fishes ! ’ 

‘ Christie prided herself on her English, whidi she 
had culled from books. 
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Then he made her drink from the cup, and was 
ostentatious in putting his lips to the same part of 
the brirh« 

Then she left the table, and inspected all things. 

She come to his drawers, opened one, and was 
horror-struck. 

There were coats and trousers, with their limbs 
interchangeably intertwined, waistcoats, shirts, and 
cigars, hurled into chaos. 

She instantly took the drawer bodily out, brought 
it, leaned it against the tca-tablc, pointed silently 
into it, with an air of majostlc reproach, and awaited 
the result. 

* I can find whatever I want,’ said the unblushing 
bachelor, ‘ except money.’ 

' Siller docs na bide wi’ slovens ! liae yc pJQfepa 
siccan a gale o’ wind in your drawer ? ’ 

‘ Every day ! Speak English ! ’ 

* Awed ! How do you do ? that’s* Ennglish ! 1 
daur say.’ 

* Jolly I ’ cried he, with his mouth full. 

Christie wiis now folding up and neatly arranging 

his clothes. 

* Will you ever, ever be a painter?’ 

* I am a painter ! I could paint the devil pea- 

green ! ’ ^ 

* Dinna speak o’ yon lad, Chairlcs, it’s no canny.’ 
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*Ko! 1 am going to paint an angel; the pret- 
tiest, cleverest girl in Scotland, ” The Snowdrop of 
the North/* * 

And he dashed into his bed-room to find a canvas. 

‘ Hech I ' reflected Christie. ‘ Thir Ennglish hae 
flattering tongues, os sure as Dethe; ^*The Snaw- 
cirap o* the Narrth ! *’ * 
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CHAPTER Vin. 

Gatty*8 back was hardly turned when a visitor ar- 
rived, and inquired, ‘ Is Mr. Gatty at home? ' 

‘ s your will wi* him ? ’ was the Scottish 
reply. 

* Will you give liim this ? ^ 

* What est?’ 

* Arc you Ibnd of asking questions ? ' inquired the 
man. 

*Ay! and fules canna answer them,’ retorted 
Christie. 

The little document which the man, in retiring, 
left with Christie Johnstone, purported to come 
from one Victoria, who seemed, at first sight, dis- 
posed to show Charles Gatty civilities. ‘ Victoria — 
to Charles Gatty, greeting ! (salutem).’ Christie was 
much struck with this instance of royal affability ; 
she read no farther, but began to think, * Victoree I 
that’s the Queen hersel. A letter fra the Queen to 
a painter lad ! Pieters will rise i’ the maixket— it 
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will be an order to paint the bairns. I hae brought 
him luck; I am real pleased.’^ And on Gatty’s 
return, canvas in hand, she whipped the document 
behind her, and said archly, ‘ I hae sometliing for 
ye, a tocket fra a leddy, ye’ll no want siller fra this 
day.’ 

‘ Indci'd ! ’ ^ 

‘ Ay ! indeed, fm a great leddy ; its vara gude 
o’ me to gie ye it ; heh i tak it,’ 

He did take it, looked stupefied, looked again, 
sunk into a chair, and glared at it. 

‘ Laddy ! ’ said Christie. 

* I’his is a new step on the downward path,* said ’ 
the poor painter. 

‘ Is it no an orrder to paint the young Prence ? 
bffHhChristie, faintly. 

‘ No ! ’ almost shrieked the victim. * It’s a writ ! 
I owe a lot of money.’ 

* Oh, Chairles ! * 

* See ! I borrowed sixty pounds six months ago of 
a friend, so now I owe eighty ! ’ 

‘ All right ! ' giggled the unfriendly visitor at the 
door, whose departure had been more or less ficti- 
tious. 

Christie, by an impulse, not justifiable, but na- 
tural, drew her oyster-knife out, and this time the 
man really went away. 
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* Hairtlcss mon ! ’ cried she, * could he no do his 
ain dirrty work, apd no gar me gie the puir lad th* 
action, and he likeit me sae weel I * and she began 
to whimper. ^ 

‘ And love you more now,* «ad he ; * don’t you 
cry, dear, to add to my vexation.’ 

‘Na! I’ll no add to 'your vexation,’ and she 
gulped down her tears. 

* Besides, I have pictures painted worth two hun- 
dred pounds; this is only for eighty. To be sure 
you can’t sell them for two hundred pence when you 
want. So I shall go to jail, but they won’t keep me 
bng.’ 

Then he took a turn, and began to fall into the 
artistic, or true view of matters, which, indeed, was 
never long absent from him. ** 

* Look here, Christie,’ said he, * I am sick of con- 
ventional assassins, humbugging models, with dirty 
beards, that knit their brows, and try to look ^ 
murder; they never murdered so much a tom- 
cat : I always go in for the real thing, and here I 
shall find it’ 

* Dinna gang in there, lad, for ony favour.’ 

* Then I shall find the accessories of a picture I 
have in my head — chains with genuine rust, and 
ancient mouldering stones, with the stains of rime.’ 
His eye brightened at the prospect 
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* You among fiefs, and chains, and stanes ! Ye’ll 
Dreak my hairt, laddy, ye’ll no be easy till you 
break my hairt :* and this time the tears would not 
be denied. ^ ^ 

‘ I love you for crying ; don’t cry and he fished 
from the chaotic drawer a cambric handkerchiefi 
with which he dried her tears as they fell, y 

It is my firm belief she cried nearly twice as much 
as she really wanted to ; she contrived to make the 
grief hers, the sympathy his. Suddenly she stopped, 
and said — 

‘ I’m daft ; ye’ll accept •a lane o’ the siller fin me, 
will yc no ? ’ 

‘Ko!’ said lie. ‘And where could you find 
eighty pound ? ’ 

1 Ajuclity pund,* cried she, ‘ it’s no auchty pund 
that will ding Christie Johnstone, laddy. I hae 
boats and nets wortji twa auchtys ; and I hae^ forty 
pund laid by ; and I hae seven himdred pund at 
London, but tliat I canna meddle. My feyther lent 
it the King or the Queen, I dinna justly mind ; she 
pays me tlie interest twice the year. Sae ye ken 
I could na be sae dirty as seek my siller, when 
she pays me th’ interest: to the very day, ye 
ken. She’s just the only one o* a' my debtors 
that’s hoencst, but never heed, ye’ll no gang to 
jail.’ 
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‘ ril hold my tongue, and sacrifice my pictunnifB,* 
thought Charles, 

* Cheer up 1 ^ eiid Christie, mistaking the nature 
of his thoughts, * for it did na come fra Victoree 
hersel’. It wad smell o’ the musk ye ken. Na, it^s 
just a wliecn blackguards at London that makes use 
o’ her name to torment puir folk. Wad she pairsecute 
a puir lad ? No likely.* 

She then asked questions, some of which were 
embanassing. One thing he could never succeed in 
making her understand, how, since it was sixty 
pounds he borrowed, it could be eighty pounds he 
owed. 

Then once more she promised him her prctcction, 
bade him be of good cheer, and left him. 

At the door she turned, and said, ‘ Chaivles, jiere’s 
an auld wife seeking ye,’ and vanished. 

These two young people had Mien acquainted at 
a Newhaven wedding. Chiistie, belonging to no 
one, had danced with liim all the night, they liad 
walked under the stars to cool themselves, for dancing 
reels, with heart and soul, is not quadrilling. 

Then he had seen his beautiful partner in Edin- 
burgh, and made a sketch of her, which he gave 
her ; and by-and-by he used to run down to New- 
baven, and stroll up and down a certain green lane 
near the town. 
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Next, on Sunday evenings, a long walk together, 
and then it came to visits at his place now and then. 

And here Raphael and Fomarina were inverted, 
our artist used to work, and Christie tell him stories 
the while. 

And as her voice curled round his heart, he used 
to smile and look, and lay inspired touches pn his 
subject. 

And she, an artist of the tongue (without knowing 
herself one), used to make him grave, or gay, or 
sad, at will, and watch the effect of her art upon his 
countenance ; and a very pretty art it is — the tnvd 
voce storytellers — and a rare one amongst the nations 
of Europe. 

Christie had not learned it in a day ; when she 
began y* she used to tell them like tlie other New- 
haven people, with a noble impartiality of detail, 
wearisome to the hoaxer. 

But latterly *slie had learned to seize the salient 
parts of a narrative; her voice had compass, and, 
like all fine speakers, she travelled over a great 
many notes in speaking ; her low tones were gor- 
geously rich, her upper tones full and sweet; all 
this, and her beauty, made the hours she gave him 
very sweet to our poor artist. 

He was wont to bask in her music, and tell her 
in return how he loved her, and how happy they 

o 
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were both to be as soon as he liad acquired a nainei 
for a name was wealth, he told her. And althougli 
Christie Johnstone did not let him see how much 
she took all this to heart and believed it, it was as 
sweet music to her, as her own honeysuckle breath 
to him. 

She improved him. 

He dropped cigars, and medical students, and 
similar abominations. 

Christie’s cool, fresh breath, as she hung over 
him while painting, suggested to him that sinokipg 
might, peradventure, be a sin against nature as well 
os against cleanliness. 

And he improved her ; she learned from art to 
look into nature (the usual process of mind). 

She had noticed too little the flickering gold of 
the leaves at evening, the purple hills, and tlie 
shifting stories and glories of the sky ; but now, 
whatever she saw him try to imitate*, she learned to 
examine. She was a woman, and admired sunset, 
etc., for this boy’s sake, and her whole heart ex- 
panded with a new sensation that softened her 
manner to all the world, and brightened her per- 
sonal rays. 

This cliarming picture of mutual affection had 
hitherto been admired oi^y by those who figured 
in iU 
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But a visitor liad now arrived on purpose to in- 
spect it, etc., attract^ by report. * 

A friend had considerately informed Mrs. Gatiy, 
the artist’s mother, and she had instantly started from 
Newcastle. 

This was the old lady Christie discovered on the 
stairs. 

Her sudden appearance took her son’s breath 
away. 

No human event was less likely than that she 
should be there, yet there she was. 

After tlie first surprise and affectionate greetings, 
a misgiving crossed liim, ' she must know about the 
writ ’ — it was impossible ; but our minds are so con- 
stituted — when we arc guilty, wc fear that others 
know what wc know. 

Now Gutty was particularly anxious she should 
not know aboufr this writ, for he had incurred the 
debt by acting against her advice. 

Last year he commenced a picture in which was 
Durham Cathedral; his mother bade him stay 
quietly at home, and paint the cathedral and its 
banks from a print, * as any other painter would,’ 
observed she. 

But this was not the la^’s system ; he spent five 
months on the spot, and painted his picture, but he^ 
had to borrow sixty pounds tc do this ; the condition 

a S 
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of tliis^Ioan ms, that in six months he should ntbar 
pay eighty pounds, or finish, hand over, a certain 
half-finished picture. 

He did neither ; his new subject thrust aside his 
old one, and he had no money, ergo his liiend, a 
picture-dealer, who had found artists slippery in 
money matters, followed him up sharp, as we see. 

‘There is nothing the matter, I hope, mother. 
What is it ? * 

‘ I’m tired, Charles.’ He brought her a seat : she 
sat down. 

‘ 1 did not come fiom Newcastle at my age. for 
nothing ; you have formed an improper acquaintance/ 

‘ I, who? Is it Jack Adams ? ’ 

‘ Worse than any Jack Adams ! * 

* Who can that be ? Jenkyns, mother, bfj^use ho 
does the same things as Jack, and pretends to be ro 
ligious.’ 

‘ It is a female — a fishwife. Oh, my son ! * 

‘Christie Johnstone an improper acquaintance,’ 
said he ; ‘ why ! I was good for nothing till I knew 
her ; she has made me so good, mother ; so steady, 
80 industrious; you will never have to find fault 
with me again.’ 

‘ Nonsense : — a womaq that sells fish in the streets 1 ’ 

‘ But you have not seen her. She is beautiful, 
her mind is not in fish ; her mind grasps the bean* 



CQfilSTIB JOHNSTONE. 


85 


hful and the good — she is a companion for princes I 
What am I that she wastes a thought or a raj of 
music on me ? Heaven bless her. She reads our 
best authors, and never forgets a word ; and she tells 
me beautiful stories — sometimes they make me cry, 
for her voice is a music that goes straight to my heart,^ 

* A woman that does not even wear the clothes of 
a lady.* 

‘ It is the only genuine costume in these islandi 
not beneath a painter’s notice/ 

* Look at me, Charles ; at your mother.* 

* Yes, mother/ said he, nervously. 

* You must part with her, or kill me.* 

He started from his seat and began to flutter up 
and down the room ; poor excitable creature. * Part 
with her !’ cried he ; ' I shall never be a painter if I 
do ; what is to keep my heart warm when the sun 
is hid, when the biJds axe silent, when difficulty 
looks a mountain, and success a molehill ? What is 
an artist without love? How is he to bear up 
against his disappointments from within, his mortifi- 
cation from without? the great ideas he has and 
cannot grasp, and all the forms of ignorance that 
sting him, from stupid insensibility down to clever, 
shallow criticism ? * 

‘ Come back to common sense,’ said the old lady, 
oddly and grimly. 
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He looked uneasy : common sense had oflcn bees 
quoted against him» and common sense had always 
proved right. 

‘ Come back to common sense. Slxe shall not be 
your mistress, and she cannot bear your name ; you 
must port some day, because you cannot come to- 
gether, and now is tho best time.’ 

‘ Not be together? all our lives, all our lives, 
ay,’ cried he, rising into enthusiasm, ‘ hundreds of 
years to come will we two he together before men’s 
eyes — I will be an immortal painter, that the world 
and time may cherish the features I have loved. 
L love her, mother,’ added he, with a tearful tender- 
ness that ought to have reached a woman's heart ; 
then flushing, trembling, and inspired he burst out, 
t And I wish I was a sculptor and a poet too, 
that Christie might live in stone luid verse, as 
well as colours, and all wha love an art miglit 
say, “ This woman cannot die, Charles Gatty loved 
her.' 

He looked in her face, he could not believe any 
creature could be insensible to liis love, and persist 
to rob him of it. 

The old woman paused, to let his eloquence 
evaporate. 

The pause chilled him ; then gently and slowly, 
but emphatically, she spoke to him thus — 
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* yHio has kept you on her email means ever 
since you were ten years and seven months old ? 

‘ You should know, mother, dear mother.* 

‘ Answer me, Charles/ 

* My mother/ 

* Who has pinched herself, in every earthly thing, 
to make you an immortal painter, and, abov^ all, a 
gentleman ? * 

‘ My mother/ 

‘ W^ho forgave you the little faults of youth, 
before you could ask pardon ? * 

‘ My mother ! Oh, mother, I ask pardon now lor 
all the trouble I ever gave the best, the dearest, the 
tenderest of mothers/ 

* Who will go home to Newcastle, a broken- 
hcarte^l woman, with the one hope gone that has 
kept her up in poverty and sorrow so many weaiy 
years, if this goes on ? * 

^ Nobody, I hope/ 

‘ Yes, Charles ; your mother/ 

‘ Oh, mother; you liave been always my best 
friend.’ % 

* And am this day/ 

* Do not be iny worst cncftiy now : it is for me to 
obey you ; but it is for you to think well before you 
drive me to despair.’ 

And the poor womanish heart Icsaned his head 



88 


CHRISTIE JOHNBTONE. 


on ihe tabic, and began to eoixow over his hard 
iate. 

Mrs. Gatty soothed him. * It need not be done 
all in a moment — ^itmust be done kindly, but firmly* 
I will give you as much time as yOu like** 

This bait took — the weak love to temporize. 

It is doubtful whether he honestly intended to 
part with Christie Johnstone, but to pacify his 
mother, he promised to begin and gmdually untie 
the knot. 

* My mother will go,’ whispered his deceitfxil 
heart, • and when she is away, perhaps I shall find 
out that in spite of every eflbrt I cannot resign my 
treasure.’ 

He gave a sort of half-promise for the sake of 
peace* 

^ His mother instantly sent to tlic inn for her 
boxes. 

' There is a rocmi in this same house,’ said she, 
‘ I will take it ; I will not hurry you, but until it 
is done, I sUiy here — if* it is a twelvemonth about’ 

He turned pale. 

‘ And now hear the good news I have brought 
you from Newcastle.* * 

Oh ! these little iron wills, how is a great artisl 
to fight three hundred and*sixty-fivc days against 
such an antagonist 
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Every day saw a repetition of lixeae dlalogueSf 
in which genius made gallant bty»lB into the air, 
and strong, hard sense, caught him m }ji$ descent, 
and dabbed glue on his gauji^ wings. 

Old age and youth see life so differently. 

To youth it is> story-book, in whidl we are 
to command the incidents, and be the brightiexoep^ 
tions to one rule after another. 

To age it is an almanack, in which evciythkig 
will happen just as it has happened so many times. 

To youth, it is a path through a sunny meadow. 

To age, a hard turnpike*: 

Whose travellers must be all sweat and dust, when 
they are not in mud and drenched : 

Which wants mending in many places, and is 
jnendeff with sharp stones. 

Gatty would not yield to go down to Newhaven, ^ 
and take a step against his love, but he yielded so 
for as to remain passive, and sec whether this 
creature was necessary to his existence or not. 

Mrs. GL scouted the idea. 

‘ He was to work, and he would soon forget her,* 

Poor boy ! he wanted to work ; his debt weighed 
on him ; a week's resolute labour might finish his 
first picture and satisfy his creditor. The subject 
was an interior. He sdt to work, he stuck to work, 
he glued to work, his body — ^but his hear* ^ 
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Ah, my |)oor fellow, a much slower hoiso than 
Gatty will go by you, ridden as you arc by a leaden 
heart. 

Tu nihil inviti facies pingesve Minerva. 

It would not lower a mechanical dog’s efforts, 
but it must yours. 

He was unhappy. He heard only one side lor 
days; that side was recommended by his duty, 
filial affection, and diffidence of his own good sense. 

He was brouglit to see his proceedings were 
eccentric, and that it is destruction to be eccentric. 

He was made a little ashamed of what he had 
been proud of. 

He was confused and perplexed ; he liardly knew 
what to think or do ; he collapsed, and all his spirit 
was fast leaving him, and tlujii he felt inclined to 
lean on the first thing he could find, and nothing 
came to hand but his mother. 

Meantime, Chrictie Johnstone was also thinking 
of him, but her single anxiety was to find this eighty 
pounds for him. 

It is a Newhaven idea that the lemalc is tlie 
natuial protector of the male, and this idea was 
strengthened in her case. 

She did not fully comprehend his character and 
temperament, but she saw, by instinct, that she wai 
10 be the protector^ 
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Besides, as she was twenty-one, and he only 
twenty-two, she felt the difierence^between herself — 
a woman, and him — a boy, and to leave him to 
struggle unaided out of his difficulties, seemed to 
her heartless. 

Twice she opened her lips to engage the cha- 
ritable ‘ Vile Count’ in his cause, but shan^ closed 
them again ; this would be asking a personal favour, 
and one on so large a scale. 

Several days passed thus ; she had determined not 
to visit him without good news. 

She then began to be surprised, she heard nothing 
from him. 

And now she felt something that prevented her 
calling on him. 

Bu! Jean Carnie was to bo married, and the next 
day the w^edding party were to spend in festivity 
upon the island ol' inch Coombe. 

She bade Jean call on him, and without men- 
tioning her, invite him to this party, from which, lie 
must know, she would not be absent. 

Jean Carnie entered his apartment, and at her 
entrance, his mother, who took for granted this was 
his sweetheart, whispered in his ear that he should 
now take the first step, and left him. 

What passed between Jean Carnie and Charles 
Gatty is for another chapter. 
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CHAPTER IX, 

A YOUisra Viscount with income and person connoi 
lie perdu three miles from Edinburgh. 

First one discovers him, then another, then 
twenty, then all the world, as the whole clique is 
modestly called. 

Before, however, Lord Ipsden was caught, he had 
acquired a browner tint, a more clastic step, and a 
stouter heart. 

The Aberford prescription had done wonders for 
him. 

He caught himself passing one whole day without 
thinking of Lady Barbara Sinclair. 

But even Aberford had misled him ; there were 
no adventures to be found in the Firth of Forth ; 
most of the days there was no wind to speak of; 
twice it blew great guns, and the men were sur- 
prised at liis Lordship going out, but nobody was in 
any danger except himself; the fishermen had all 
slippai into port before matters were serious. 
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He faund the merchantmen that could aail creep- 
ing on with three reefs in their mainsail ; and the 
Dutchmen lying to and breasting it, like ducks in a 
pond, and with no more chance of harm. 

On one of these occasions he did observe a little 
stcara-tug, going about a knot an hour, and rolling 
like a washing-tub. He ran down to her, a^ asked 
if he could assist her; she answered through the 
medium of a sooty animal at her helm, that she was 
(like our universities) ‘ satisfied with her own pro- 
gress she added, being under intoxication, * That 
if any danger existed, hei scheme was to drown it in 
the bo-o-owl and two days afterwards, he saw her 
puffing and panting, and fiercely dragging a gigantic 
three-decker out into deep water, like an industrious 
flea pulling his phaeton. 

And now it is my office to relate how Mr. Flucker 
Johnstone comported himself on one occasion. 

As the yacht worked alongside Granton Pier, 
before running out, the said Flucker, calmly and 
scientifically, drew his Lordship’s attention to three 
noints : 

The direction of the wind — the force of the 
wind — ^and his opinion, as a person experienced in 
the Firth, that it was going to be worse instead of 
better ; in reply, he roseived an order to step forward 
te his place in the cutter — the immediate vicinity of 
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the ji b-boo m. On this Mr. Mucker instantly burst 
into tears. 

t 

His Lordship, or as Flucker called him, ever 
wmce the yacht came down, ‘ the Skipper,’ deeming 
tliat the higher appellation, inquired, with some 
surprise, what was the matter with the boy ? 

One of the crew, who, by-thc-by, squinted, sug- 
gested ‘ it was a slight illustration of the passion of 
fear.’ 

Flucker confirmed the theory by gulping out, 

‘ We’ll never sec Iscwhavcn again.’ 

On this the Skipj)er smiled, and ordered him 
ashore, somewhat peremptorily. 

Straightway he began to howl, and saying ‘ it was 
better to bo drowned than be the laughing-stock of 
tlie place,’ went forward to his place ; on his safe 
return to port, this young gentleman was very severe 
on open boats, which he said ‘ bred womanish notions 
in hearts naturally dauntless. — Give me a lid to the 
pot,’ added he, ‘ and I’ll sail with Old !Nick, let the 
wind blow high or low.’ 

The Aberford was wrong when he called love a 
cutaneous disorder. 

There are cutaneous disorders tliat take that 
name, but they are no more love than verse is 
poetry ; * 

Than patriotism is love of country j 
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Than theology is religion ; 

Than science is philosophy ; 

Than paintings are pictures ; • 

Than reciting on the boards is acting ; 

Than physic is medicine ; 

Than bread is bread, or gold, gold — in shops. 

Love is a state of being; the beloved object is our 
centre ; and our thoughts, affections, schemes, and 
selves, move but round it. 

We may diverge liither or thither, but the golden 
thread still holds us. 

Is fair or dark beauty^ the fairest? The world ^ 
cannot decide ; but love shall decide in a moment. 

A lialo surrounds her wc love, and makes beautiful 
to us her movements, her looks, her virtues, her 
faults, Jier nonsense, her affectation, and herself, and 
that’s love, Doctor ! 

Lord Ipsden was^capable of loving like this , but 
to do Lady Barbara justice, she had done much to 
freeze the germ of noble passion ; she had not killed, 
but she had benumbed it, 

‘ Saunders,’ said Lord Ipsden, one morning after 
breakfast, ‘have you entered every tiling in your 
diary?* 

‘ Yes, my Lord.’ 

‘ All these good people*6 misfortunes?' 

* Yes, my Lord-* 
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* Do you think you have spelt their natnes 

Tight?’ 

* Where it was" impossible, my Lord, I substituted 
an English appellation hidentical in meaning.’ 

* Have you entered and described my first interr 
view with Christie Johnstone, and somebody scane- 
thing?’ 

* Most minutely, my Lord.’ 

* How I turned Mr. Burke into poetry — how she 
listened with her eyes all glistening — how they 
made me talk — how she dropped a tear, he ! he ! he ! 
at the death of the first baron — how shocked she was 
at the king striking him when he was dying, to 
make a knight-banneret of the poor old fellow ? ’ 

* Your Lordship will find all the particulars exactly 
related/ said Saunders, with dry pomp. 

* How she found out that titles are but breath — 
how I answered — some nonsense^ * 

* Your Lordship will find all the topics included.’ 

* How she took me for a madman ? 

* And you for a prig ? ’ 

* The latter circumstance eluded my memory, my 
Lord/ 

* But when I told her I must relieve only one 
poor person by day, she took my hand.’ 

‘ Your Lordship will find a 11 the items realized in 
this book, my Lord.’ 
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* What a beautiful book ! ’ 

‘ Alba are considerably ameliorated, my Lord/ 

* Alba?' 

‘ Plural of album, my Lord,' explained the re- 
fined factotum, ‘ more delicate, I conceive, than the 
vulgar reading/ 

Viscount Ipsden read from 

‘ Mr. Saunders’s Album. 

* To illustrate the inelegance of the inferior classes, 
two juvenile vendors of the piscatory tribe were this 
day xishercd in, and instantaneously, without the ac- 
customed prcliinlnarios, plunged into a familiar con- 
versation with Lord Viscount Ipsden. 

* llicit vulgarity, shocking and repulsiva to my- 
self, appeared to afford his Jjordship a satisfaction 
greater than he derive^ from the graceful amenities 
of fashionable asst)ciation — ’ 


‘ Saunders, I suspect you of sometliing/ 

‘ Me, my Lord ! ’ 

‘ Vcs. Writing in an Annual/ 

‘ I do, my Lord,’ said he with benignant liauteui, 
— It appears every month— “ llie Polyteclmic.” ’ 

‘ I thought so I you arts polysyllabic, Saimdcrs ; 
fn route ! ’ 


H 
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^ In this hallucination I find it difficult to partici- 
pate; associated from infancy with the aristocracy, I 
shrink, like the sensitive plant, fiom contact with 
anything vulgar.’ 

‘ I see ! I begin to understand you, Saunders. 
Order the dog-cart, and Wordsworth’s marc for 
leader; we’ll give her a truil. You arc an ass, 
Saunders.’ 

‘ Yes, my Lord ; 1 will order Eobert to tell James 
to come for your Lordship’s commands about your 
Lordship’s vehicles. (What could he intend ‘by a 
recent observation of a discourteous character ? ’) 

His Lordship soliloquized. 

‘ I never observed it before, but Saunders is an 
ass! La Jolmstone is one of Nature’s duchesses, 
and she lias mad(3 me know some poor people tliat 
will be richer than the rich‘one day ; and she has 
taught me that honey is to be got from bank-notes — 
by merely giving them away.’ 

Amongst the objects of charity Lord ipsden dis- 
covered, was one Thomas Harvey, a maker and 
player of the violin. This man w£is a person of 
great Intellect; he mastejed cveiy subject he at- 
tiickcd. By a careful examination of all the points 
that various fine-toned instruments had in common, 
he had arrived at a thcoxy of sound ; he made violms 
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to correspond, and was remarkably successful in in* 
suring that which had bear too jiastily ascribed to 
accident-^ fine tOBDO. 

This man, who was in needy circumstaiices, de- 
monstrated to liis Lordship that ten pounds would 
make his fortune ; because with ten pounds he could 
set up a sliop, instead of working out of thc%orld s 
sight in a room, 

J^ord Ipsden gave him ten pounds ! 

A week after, he met Harvey, more ragged and 
dii-ty than before, 

Harvey had been robbed by a friend whom he 
liad assisted. Poor Harvey ! Lord Ipsden gave him 
ten pounds more ! 

!Next wetdc, Saunders entering Harvey house, 
found Ifim iu bed at noon, because he had no clothes 
to weor. 

Saunders suggested that it would be better to give 
liis wife the next money, with strict orders to apply 
it usefully. 

This was done ! 

The next day, Harvey finding his clothes upon a 
chair, his tools redeemed from pawn, and a beef- 
steak ready for his dinner, accused his wife of having 
money, and meanly refusing Inm the benefit of it. 
She acknowledged she Had a little, and appealed to 
the improved state of things as a proc^ that she knew 

B 2 
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better than he the use of money. He demanded the 
^ said money. She refused — ^he leathered her— she 
put him in prison. 

This was the best place for him. The man was a 
drunkard, and all the riches of Egypt would never 
have made him better off. 

And here, gentlemen of the lower classes, a word 
with you. How can you, with your small incomes, 
hope to be well off, if you are more extravagant than 
tliose who have large ones ? 

‘ Us extravagant ? * you reply. 

Yes ! your income is ten shillings a-week ; out of 
that you spend three shillings in drink ; ay ! you 
the sober ones. You can’t afford it, my boys. Find 
me a man whose income is a thousand a-year ; well, 
if he imitates you, and spends three hundred upon 
sensuality, I bet you the odd seven hundred, he does 
not make both ends meet; the pmportion is too 
great. And Uvo^ thirds of the distress of the lower 
orders is owing to this — that they are more madly 
‘ prodigal than the rich ; in the worsts lowest y and most 
dangerous item of all human prodigality ! 

Lord Ipsden went to see Mrs. Harvey ; it cost 
him much to go ; she lived in the Old Town, and 
he hated disagreeable smells ; he also knew from 
Saunders that she had two black eyes, and he hated 
women with black eyes of that sort. But this good 
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creature did go; did relieve Mrs. Harvey; and, 
bare-headed, suffered himself to be bedewed ten 
minutes by her tearful twaddle. * 

For once. Virtue was rewarded : returning over 
the North Bridge, he met somebody whom, but for 
nis charity, he would not have met. 

lie came in one bright moment plump ^ipon — * 
Lady Barbara Sinclair. Slie flushed, he trembled, 
and in two minutes he had forgotten every human 
event tliat had passed since last he was by her side. 

She seemed pleased to see him, too ; she ignored 
entirely his obnoxious proj>osal ; he wisely took her 
cue, and so, on this secret understanding, they were 
friends. He made lus arrangements, and dined with 
her family. It was a family party. In the evening 
Lady Barbara allowed it to transpire that she had 
made inquiries about him. 

(lie was highly?fl^ttcred) : and she had discovered 
he was lying hid somewhere in the neighbourhood. 

‘ Studying the guitar ? ’ inquired she. 

‘ No,* said lie, ‘ studying a new class of the com- 
munity, Do you know any of wliat they call the 
“ lower classes?*** 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘ Monstrous agreeable people, aie they not?’ 

‘ No, very stupid ! I only know two old women 
— except the servants, who have no characters. They 
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imitate iis, 1 suspect, wliioh docs not say much fox 
their taste.’ 

‘ But some of Aiy friends axe young women, tliat 
mokes all the difference/ 

* It does I and you ought to be ashamed. If you 
want a low order of mind, why desert our own 
circle?’ 

* My friends are only low in station ; they have 
rather lofty minds, some of them/ 

‘ Well, amuse yourself with these lofty minds. 
Amusement is the end of being, you know, and the 
aim of all the men of this day/ 

* We imitate the ladies/ said he, slily. 

* You do,’ answered she, very drily ; and so the 
dialogue went on, and Ijord Ipsden found the plea- 
sure of being with Ins cousin compensate hini fully 
for the difference of their opinions ; in liict, be'^lbund 
it simply amusing that so keen 'wit as liis cousin’s 
could be entrapped into the humour of decrying the 
time one happens to live in, and admiring any epoch 
one knows next to nothing about, and entrapped by 
the notion of its originality, above all things; the 

^idea being the stale common-place of asses in every 
age, and the manner of conveying the idea being a 
mere imitation of the German writers, not the good 
^ ones, b i^ erUmdu ^ but the quill-diivcrs, the snobs of 
the Teutonic pen. 
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But he wns to loam that follies arc not always 
laughable, tlaat e adem senti re is a bond, olid that 
when a clever and pretty woman* chooses to be a ^ 
fool, her lover, if he is wise, will be a greater — ^if he 
can. 

The next time they met, Lord Ipsden found Lady 
Barbara occupied with a gentleman, whose lir^ sen- 
tence proclaimed him a pupil of Mr. Thomas Carlyle, 
and lie liad the mortification to find that she had 
ncitlier an ear nor an eye for him. 

Human opinion has so many shades, that it is rare 
to find two people agree. 

But two people may agree wonderfully, if they 
will but let a third think for them both. 

Thus it was that these two ran so smoothly in 
couples.. 

Antiquity, they agreed, was the time when the 
wo]‘ld was old, its h!?^ grey, its head wise. Every 
one that said ‘ Lord, Lord ! ^ two hundred yeai's ago, 
was a Christian. There were no earnest men now ; 
Williams, the missionary, who lived and died for me 
Gospel, was not earnest in religion ; but Cromwell, 
who packed a jury, and so murdered his prisoner,— 
CromAvell, in whoso mouth was heaven, and in his 
heart temporal sovereignty, was the pattern of 
earnest religion, or, at all events, second in sincerity 
to Mahomet alone, in the absence of details respect- 
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ing Satan, of whom we know only that his mouth is 
a scripture concordance, and his hands the hands of 
Mr. Carlyle s saints. 

Then they went back a century or two, and were 
eloquent about the great antique heart, and the 
beauty of an age whose samples were Abbot Samp- 
son and J oan of Arc. 

Lord Ipsden hated argument ; but jealousy is a 
brass spur, it made even this man fluent fox once. 

He suggested ‘ Tliat five hundred years added to 
a world’s life made it just five hundred years older, 
not younger, — and if older, greyer, — and if greyer, 
wiser. 

* Of Abbot Sampson,’ said he, ‘ whom I confess 
both a great and a good man, his author, who with 
all his talent belongs to the class rn uddle- hend, tells 
us, that when he had been two years in authority 
his red Imir had turned grcy,<'‘lighting against the 
spirit of his age ; liow the deuce, could he be 
a sample of the spirit of his ago ? 

‘ Joan of Arc was burnt by acebunation of her 
age, and is admired by our age. Which fact identi- 
fies an age most witlx a heroine, to give her your 
heart, or to give her a blazing faggot and 
death? 

* Abbot Sampson and Joan of Arc,’ concluded he, 
♦ prove no more in favour of their age, and no less 



CJHRIBTIE JOHNSTONE. 


105 


against it, tlian Lot does for or against Sodom. Lot 
was in Sodom, but not of it ; and so wore Sampson 
and Joan in, but not of, the vlBanous times they 
lived in. 

‘ The very best text-book of true religion is the 
New Testament, and I gather from it, tliat the man 
who forgives his enemies whilst their axe descends 
on liis hciid, however poor a creature he may be in 
other rcsj)ccts, is a better Christian than the man 
wIk) lias the God of Mercy for ever on his lips, and 
whose hands are swift to shed blood. 

‘ The earnest men of former ages arc not extin0| 
in this,’ added he. ‘ Whenever a scaffold is erected 
outside a prison-door, if you are earnest in pursuit 
of li’iith, and can put up with disgusting objects, 
you shall see a relic of ancient manners hung. 

* There still exist, in parts of America, rivers on 
whose banks arc t.p-nest men, who shall take your 
scalp, the wdfc s of your bosom, and the innocent 


) 


child’s of her bosom. 


^ In England we are as earnest as ever in pursuit 
of heaven, and of innocent Avorldly advantages. If, 
when the consideration of life and death interposes, 
we apjiear less earnest in pursuit of comparative 
trifles, such as kingdoms or dogmas, it is because, ^ 
cooler in action we are more earnest in thought,— 
because reason, experience, and conscience are things 
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that check the unscrupulousness or beastly earnest- 
ness of man. 

* Moreover, he ^ who has the sense to see that 
questions have three sides, is no longer so intcl- 
Icotually as well as morally degraded as to be able 
to cut every throat that utters an opinion contrary 
to his own. 

‘ If the phrase “ earnest man ” means man imi- 
tating the beasts that are deaf to rcjison, it is to be 
hoped that civilization and Cliristianity will really 
extinguish the w'hole race for the benefit of the 
earth.* 

Lord Ipsden succeeded in annoying the fair 
theorist, but not in convincing her. 

The mediaeval enthusiasts looked on him as some 
rough animal that had burst into sacred grounds 
unconsciously, and gradually edged away fj\>iu him. 
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CHAPTER X. 

Loud Ipsden had soon the mortification of discover- 
ing tliat this IMr. ♦ * * was a constant visitor at 
the house; and although his cousin gave him her 
ear in this man’s absence, on the arrival of her 
Ibllow-cntliusiast he had ever tlic mortification of 
finding himself da trap . 

Once* or twlccjEc demolished this personage in 
argument, and was rewarded by finding himself 
more da trop. 

But one day Lady Barbara, being in a cousinly 
humour, expressed a wish to sail in his Lordship’s 
yacht, and tills liint soon led to a party being 
organized, and a sort of plc-nlc on the island of Inch 
Coombe; Ills Lordship’s cutter being the mode of 
conveyance to and from that spot. 

Now it happened that on that very day Jean 
Carnle’s marriage was celebrated on that very island 
by her relations and friends. 
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So tliat we sliall introduce our readers to 
THE EIVAL PIC-NICS. 

We begin with Les gens comme ilfavt, 

Pic-Nic, No. 1. 

The servants were employed in putting away 
dishes into hampers. 

There was a calm silence. 

‘ Hern/ observed Sir Henry Talbot. 

* Eh?’ replied the Honourable Tom Hitherington. 

‘ Mamma/ said Miss Vere, * have you brought 

any work ? ’ 

* No, my dear/ 

* At a pic-nic/ said Mr, Hitherington, ^ isn’t jt 
the thing lor somebody — aw — to do something ? ’ 

* Ipsden,’ said Lady Barbara, ‘ there iS an under- 
standing between you and Mr. Hithcnngtc)n, I con- 

r demn you to turn liim into English.’ 

‘ Yes, Lady Barbara ; I’ll tell you, he means — do 
you mean anything, Tom? * 

HitTwringtm, * Can’t anybody guess what I 
mean ? ’ 

Lady Barbara. ‘ Guess first yourself, you can’t 
be suspected of being in the secret.’ 

Hither, * What I mean is, that people sing a song. 
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01 run races, or preach a sermon, or do something 
lunny at a pic-nic, — aw — somebody gets up and 
docs something/ 

Lady Bar. ‘Then perhaps Miss Vere, whose 
singing is famous, will have the complaisance to 
sing to us/ 

Mm Vere. ‘ I should be happy, Lady Barbara, 
but I have not brought my music/ 

Lady Bar. ‘ Oh, we are not critical ; the simplest 
air, or even a fragment of melody ; the sea and tlio 
sky will be a better accompaniment than Broad- 
wood ever made/ 

Misu V. ‘ I can't sing a note without book/ 

Sir H. Talbot. ‘ Your music is in your soul — not 
at your fingers’ ends/ 

Lordj^Ipsden^ to Lady Bar. ‘ It is in her book, 
and not in her soul/ 

Lady Bar. to Lord Ips. ‘ Then it has cliosen the 
better situatioif of the two/ 

IpB. ‘ Miss Vere is to the fine art of music, what 
the engrossers are to the black art of law ; it all 
filters through them without leaving any sediment ; 
and so the music of the day passes through Miss 
Vere's mind, but none remains— to stain its virgin 
snow/ He bows, she smiles. 

Lady Bar.y to herself. ‘ Insolent ; and the little 
dunce thinks he is complimenting her/ 
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* Perhaps Talbot will come to our rescue— 
he is a fiddler.* 

Tal ‘ An amateur of the vjoliiu* 

Ips. ‘ It is all the same thing.’ 

Lady Bar, * I wish it may prove so.’ 
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MUs FI ‘Beautiful/ 
Mrs Vere. ^Charming/ 
Miiher* ‘Superb I * 
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t good music is a filing 
.erse, shall I recite a bit 
>• strain ? ’ 
jw nice/ 

A. B. C. D. E. F. G. H. 1. 
. Q. E. S. T. U. V. W. X. Y. 
J. T. S. 0. N. M. L. K. J. I. H, 

ale p. little t* 

ur. ‘ Beautiful ! Superb ! ipsden has been 
^ lessons on the thinking instniment/ 
ffitker. ‘ He has been perdu amongst vulgar 
people.’ , 

TaL * And expects a pupil of Herz to play inm 
tunes ! ’ 

Lad'p Bar. ‘ What are tunes, Sir Henry ? ’ 

TaL ‘ Something I don’t play, Lady Bar- 
bara/ 

Lady Bar, ‘ I understand you ; something we 
ought to like.’ 

Jps, ‘ I have a Stradivarius violin at home : it is 
your’s, Talbot, if you can define a tune/ 

Tal. ‘ \ tune is — everybody knows what.’ 

Lady Bar, ‘ A tunc is a tune, tliat is whnt you 
meant to say/ 

Tal, ‘ Of course it is,’ 

Lady Bar, * Be reasonable, Ipsden ; no man can 
do two things at once ; how can the pupil of Hera 
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oandemn a thing and know what it mooni oonti^a* 
noraneously ? ' 

Ip8, ‘ Is the drinking-song in Der Fieischutz,*' 
a tune ? ' 

Ladp Bar, ‘ It is/ 

Ips. ‘And the melodies of Handel are they 
tunes ? ’ t 

Lady Bar. {pathetically), ‘ They are I They are I 

Ips, ‘ And the “ Russian Anthem/' and the 
“ Marseillaise/’ and “ Ah, Perdona ? ” ' 

Tal, * And Yankee Doodle ? * 

Lady Bar, ‘ So that Sir Henry, who prided 
himself on his ignorance, has a wide field for its 
dominion/ 

Tal, ‘ All good violin players do like me ; they 
prelude, aiot play tunes/ 

Ipe, ‘Then Heaven be thanked for our blind 
fiddlers. You like syllables of sound in unmeaning 
rotation, and you despise its words, its purposes, its 
narrative feats; carry out your principle, it wilj 
show you where you axe. Buy a dirty pallet for a 
picture, and dream the alphabet is a poem/ 

Lady Bar,9 ta hereelf, ‘Is this my cousin 
Richard? ' 

Hither, ‘ Mind, ipsden, you are a man of pro- 
perty, and there are i)iich things as commissions d$ 
lunaticoJ 


I 
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Lady Bar. * His defence will be that his friends 
pronounce him insane/ 

* No ; I shall s ubpcena Talbot’s fiddle, cross- 
examination will get nothing out of tliat but, do, re, 
mi, fa/ 

Lady Bar. ‘ Yes, it will ; fa, mi, re, do/ 

Ted. ‘Violin, if you please/ 

Lady Bar. ‘ Ask fiddle’s pardon, directly/ ^ 
Sound of fiddles is heard in the distance. 

Tal. ‘ How lucky for you, there are fiddles and 
tunes, and the natives you are said to favour, why 
not join them/ 

Jpa. {shaking his head soUmnly). ‘I dread to 
encounter another prelude/ 

Hither. ‘ Come, I know you would like ; it is a 
wedding-party — two sea monsters have beqn united* 
The sailors and fishermen are all blue cloth and 
‘ wash-leather gloves/ 

Mm V. ‘Hcl he!* 

Tal. ‘The fishwives unite the colours of the 
rainbow — * 

Lady Bar* ‘(and we all know how hideous they 
are)— to vulgar, blooming cheeks, staring white 
teeth, and skyblue eyes/ 

Mrs. V. ‘How satirical you are, especially you, 
Lady Barbara.’ 

Here Lord Jpsden, after a word to Lady Barbara, 
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the answer to which did not appear to be fiivonraWe, 
rose, gave a little yawn, looked steadily at his com- 
panions without seeing them, and departed wi^out 
seeming aware that he was leaving anybody behind 
him. 

mther, ‘Let ns go somewhere where wo can 
quiz the natives without being too near them/^^ 
""Tjody Bar. ‘ I am tired of this unbroken solitudei 
I must go and think to the added she, in a 
mock soliloquy ; and out she glided with the same 
unconscious air as his I^ordship had worn. 

The others moved off slowly together. 

‘Mamma,’ said Miss Vere, ‘I can’t understand 
half Barbara Sinclair says.* 

‘ It is not necessary, my love,’ replied Mamma, 
* she is ^rather eccentric, and I Icar she is spoiling 
Lord Ipsden.’ 

‘ Poor Lord Ipsden,’ murmured the lovely Vere, 

‘ he used to be ’so nice, and do like everybody else. 
Mamina, I shall bring some work the next time/ 

‘ Do, my love/ 


Pic-Nic No. 2. 

In a house, two hundred yards from this scene, a 
merry dance, succeeding a merry song, had endedj 
and they were in the midst of an interesting story ; 

r 2 
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Christie Johnstone was the narrator* She had found 
the tale in one of ,the Viscount’s books, — it had made 
a great impression on her. 

The rest were listening intently : in a room which 
lad lately been all noise, not a sound was now to be 
heard but the narrator’s voice, 

^ Aweel, lasses, here are the three wee kists set, 
the lads are to cliuse, — the ane that clauses roicht is 
to get Porsha, an the lave to get the bag, and dee 
baitchelars ; — Flucker Johnstone, you tliat’s sae 
clever, — arc ye for gowd, or siller, or leed ? ’ 
Fishwife. ' Gowd for me ! ’ 

2nd ditto. ‘ The white siller’s my taste/ 

Fluclcer. ‘ Na ! there’s aye some deevellsh trick 
in thir lassie’s stcu’ies. I shall lie-to, till the ither 
lads hac clniscd ; the mair part will put 'ihemsels 
oot, ane will liit it off reicht may-be, then I shall 
gie him a hidin’ an’ carry off the lass. You-hoo ! ’ 
Jean Carnie. ‘ That’s you, Fluckei.’ 

Christie Johnstme. ‘ And dlv ye really think 
we are gawn to let you see a’ the world clause? 
Na, lad, ye are putten oot o’ the room, like wit- 
nesses.’ 

Flutiker. ‘ Then Fd toss a penny ; lor glen ye trust 
to luck, she whiles favours ye, but glen ye commence 
to xeason and argely — ^ye’re done ! ’ 

Christie. ‘ The suitors had na your wit, my 
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xnaiiny, or may-be they had na a penny to toss, 
sae ane chused the gowd and ane the siller; but 
they got an awfu’ affront. The gold kist had just a 
skull intlU’t, and the siller a deed cuddy s head!* . 
Chorus of Females, ‘ He ! lie ! he ! * 

Ditto of Males, ‘ Haw ! haw ! liaw ! haw ! HoP 
Christie, ‘ An’ Porsha putt it the pair gowkfi 
to tlie door, nicn came Bassanio, the lad fra 
Vceneece, that Porsha loed in secret. Veeneece, 
lasses, is a wonderful city ; the streets o’t are 
water, and the carriages are boats — tliat’s in Cham- 
bers'.’ 

Flucker. ‘ Wha are yc making a fool o’ ? ’ 

Christie, ^ Wliat’s wrang? ’ 

Fluckcr. ‘ Yon’s just as big a lee as ever I 
heerd.’* 

The words were sctircely out of liis mouth ere he 
had reason to regret them ; a severe lx)X on the ear 
was administered by his indignant sister. Nobody 
pitied them. 

Christie, ‘ I’ll laern ye t’ affront me before a’ the 
company.’ 

Jeayi Carnie, ‘ Suppose it’s a lee, there’s nae 
silver to pay for it, Flucker.’ 

Christie, ^ Jean, I never tclt a lee in a’ my days.* 
Jean, ‘ There’s ane to begin wi’ then. Gk) ahead, 
Custy.’ 



118 


ClIlUS'riK JOTIXSTOXE. 


CImstie. * She bade the music play for him, for 
music brightens thoucht; ony way, he chose the 
Iced kist. Opcn’st and wasn’t there Porsha’s pictur, 
and a posey, that said, 

‘ “ If you 1)0 well pleased with this, 

And hold your fortune for your bliss ; 

Turn you whore your leddy iss, 

And greet her wi* a loving—” * 

* Kess,’ roared the company, 

Charm^ led hy Thicker. ‘ HuiTaih ! * 

Chrietk {j>at}ietically). ‘ Fluckcr, behave ! * 

Sandy Liston (drunh). ‘JIur-raih!* He theit 
solemnly reflected. — ‘ Na ! but its na liurraih, de- 
cency requires amen first an* hun-aih afterwards; 
here’s kissin plenty, but I hear nac word o’ the 
minister. Ye’ll obsairve young woman, thatTdssins 
the prologue to sin, and I’m a decent mon, an* a 
grey-headed mon, an’ your licht stories arc no for 
me ; sae if the minister’s no cxpecki't I shall retire 
— an’ tak my quiet jill my lane.’ 

Jean Carrvie. ‘ And div ye really think a decent 
cummer like Gusty Avad let the lad and lass mis- 
behave thirsels? Nal lad, the minister’s at the 
door, but (sinking her voice to a confidential whis- 
per) I daurna let him in, for fear he’d see ye hae 
putten the enemy in your mooth sae acrly. (That’ll 
Custy’s word).* 
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* Jemmy Diysel/ replied Sandy, addressing va- 
cancy, for Jemmy was mysteriously at work in the 
kitchen, ‘ ye hae gotten a thoughtfu’ wife, (Then, 
with a strong revulsion of feeling.) * Dlnna let the 
blakgutUd * in here,' cried he, ‘ to spoil the yoimg 
Iblk s sporrt,' 

Christie. ‘ Aweel, lassies, comes a letter Bas- 
sanio ; he reads it, and turns as pale as dcctli.’ 

A Fishwife. ‘ Gude help us.' 

Christie. * Poorsha behoved to ken his grief, wha 
had a better reicht ? “Here’s is a letter, leddy,” 
says he, “ the paper’s the boedy of my freend, like, 
and every word in it a gaping wound.” ' 

A Fisherman. * Maircy on us.* 

Christie. * Lad it was fra puir Antonio, ye mind 
o’ him, lasses. Hech ! the ill luck o’ yon man, no 
a ship come hamc; one foundered at sea, coming 
fra Tri-po-lis ; the pirates scuttled another, an’ ane 
ran ashore on flic Goodwyns, near Bright-helm-stane, 
that’s in England itsel’, I daur say : sae he could na 
pay the three thoosand ducats, an’ Shylock had 
giippit him, an’ sought the pund o’ flesh aff the 
breest o’ him, puir body.* 

* At present this is a spondee in England — a trochee in 
Scotland. The pronunciation of this important word ouglit 
to be fixed, representing, as it does, so large a portion of the 
community in both countries 
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Sandy IMton. ‘ He would m be tbe waur o’ a 
wee bit hiding, jon thundering urang utang ; let 
the man alane, ye cursed old cannibal,’ 

Christie. ^Poorsha kcepit her man but ae hoor 
till they were united, an’ then sent him wi’ a 
puckle o’ her aii^ siller to Veenecce, and Antonio, — 
think o’ that, ladies, ^pairted on their wedding 
day/ • 

lAzzy Johnstone^ a Fishwife, aged 12. * Hech ! 
hech ! it’s lamentable/ 

Jean Carnie, ‘I’m saying, mairriage is quick 
wark, in some pairts, — ^h^re there’s an awfu’ trouble 
to get a man/ 

A young Fishwife. ‘ Ay, is there/ 

Ortmes. ‘ Haw ! haw ! haw I ’ (The fishwife 
hides.) 

Christie. ‘ Fill your taupsels, lads and lasses, and 
awa to Veneece.’ 

Sandy Listen {sturdily). ‘ 111 no gang to sea this 
day.’ 

Christie. ‘Noo, we arc in the hall o’ judgment. 
Here are set the judges, awfu’ to behold; there, on 
his throne, presides the Juke.’ 

FlucTcer. ‘ She’s awa to her Ennglish.’ 

Idzzy Johnstone. * Did we come to Veeneece to 
speak Scoetch, ye useless fule ? ’ 

Christie. ‘ Here, pale and hopeless, but resigned. 
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Stands the brcJcen mairchant, Antonio; there, wl' 
scales and knives, and revenge in Jiis murderin' eye, 
stands the crewel Jew Shylock.' 

^ Aweel,^ muttered Sandy considerately, * 111 no 
mak a disturbance on a wedding day.' 

ChrUtk, * They wait for Bell — I dinna mind his 
mind — a lacmed lawyer, ohy way; he’s si&, but 
sends ane mair laemed still, and when this ane 
comes, he looks not older nor wiser than mysel/ 

Fluoher, " No possible ! ’ 

Ghristk. ‘ Ye needna be sae sarcy, Flucker, for 
when he comes to his wscsk he soon lets 'em ken — 
runs Ills een like lightening ower the boend. “ Tliis 
bond s forfeit. Is Antonio not able to dischairge the 
money? ” ‘‘ Ay ! ” cries Bassanio, “ here’s the sum 

thrice fold.” — Says the young judge, in a bit whisper 
to Shylock, “ Shylock, there’s thrice thy money 
offered tliee. Be mairceful,” says he, out loud» 
“ Wha’ll mak me?” says the Jew body. ‘*Mak 
ye ! ” says he ; ‘‘ maircy is no a thing ye strain 
through a sieve, inon ; it droppeth like the gentle 
dew fra heaven upon the place beneath ; it blesses 
him that gives and him that taks ; it becomes 
the king better than liis throne, and airthfy power 
is maist like God's power when maircy seasons 
justice.” ' 

Robert HaWy Fkhermom^ * Diima speak like thal 
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to me onybody, 3i I shall gie yc my boat, and fling 
my nets intil it, a^ye sail awa wi her/ 

Jean Camie. * Sae he let the puir deevil go. 
Oh! ye ken wha could stand up against siccan a 
shower o’ Ennglish as thaat/ 

Christie, ‘He just said, “My deeds upon my 
hoed. I claim the law,” says he; “there is no 
power in the tongue o* man to alter me. I stay 
here on my boend.” ' 

Sandy Liston. ‘ I hae sat quiet I — quiet I 
hae sat against my will, no to disturb Jamio 
Drysel’s weddin’; but ye carry the game ower 
far, Shylock, my lad. I’ll just give yon bluidy 
minded flrang tltang a hidin’, and bring Tony 
off, the gude, puir spirited creature : and him, an’ 
me, an’ Bassanee, an’ Porshee, we’ll all hae a jill 
thegither.’ 

Ho rose, and was instantly seized by two of the 
company, from whom he burst fuiitusly, after a 
struggle, and the next moment was heard to fall 
clean from tlie top to the bottom of the stairs. 
Flucker and Jean ran out ; the rest appealed against 
the interruption. 

Christie, ‘ Hech ! he’s killed ; Sandy Liston’s 
brake his neck.’ 

* What aboot it, lossy ? * said a young fisherman, 
• its Antmio I’m feared for ; save him, lossy, if 
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pocssible ; but I doot ye'U no get him clear o’ yon 
decvelich heathen,* 

‘ Auld Sandy’s cheap added he, with all 

the indifference a human t^^Kuld convey. 

‘ Oh, Cursty,’ said Lizzy Johnstone, with a peevish 
accent, ‘ dinna break the bonny yam for naething.’ 

Mucker (returning). ‘ He’s a’ reicht.’ ^ 

Christie. * Is he no dead? ’ 

Mucker. ‘ Him deed ? he’s sober — that’s a’ the 
change I see.* 

Christie. * Can he speak? I’m asking ye.* 

Fhicker. ‘ Yes, he can speak.’ 

Christie. * Wlmt does he say, puir body ?’ 

Mucker. He sat up, an’ sought a jill fra* the 
wife — puir body ! ’ 

Chriitie. ‘ Hcch, hech ! he was my pupil in the 
airt o’ sobriety ! — aweel, the young judge rises to 
deliver the sentence of the coort. — Silence ! ’ thun- 
dered Christie.— A lad and a lass that were slightly 
flirting were discountenanced, 

Christie. ‘ A pund o’ that same mairchant’s flesh 
is thine! the coort awards it, and the law does 
give it.’ 

A young Fishwife. * There, I thoucht sae; he’s 
gaun to cut him, he’s gaun to cut him ; I’ll no can 
bide.’ (Exihat). 

Christie. ‘ There’s a fulish goloshen. — Have by 
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a doctor to stop the blood.” — I see nae doctor b 
the boend,” says^ the Jew body/ 

Mucker. ‘Bait your hook wi’ a bocnd, and ye 
shall catcli yon carle’s saul. Satin, my lad.’ 

Christie {tvith dismal pathos). ‘ Oh ! Fluckor, 
dinna speak evil o’ deegneties, — that’s may -be 
fishing for jroursel’ the noo! — “An’ ye shall cut 
the flesh frae olT liis breest.” — “ A sentence,” says 
Shylock, “come, prepare.’” 

Christie made a dash en Shylock, and the com- 
pany trembled. 

Christie. ‘ ‘‘Bide a ^/vee,” says the judge, “This 
boend gies ye na a drap o’ bluid ; the words ex- 
pressly are, a pimd o’ ilesh 1 ” ’ 

{A Dramatic Pause.) 

Jean Camie {drawing her hrenth). ‘ That’s into 
your mutton, Shylock.’ 

Christie {with dismal pathos). ‘ Oli, Jean ! yon’s 
an awfu’ voolgar exprassion to come fra’ a woman’s 
mooth.’ 

‘ Could ye no hae said, “ intil his bac<m ? ” ’ said 
Lizz}^ Johnstone, confirming the remonstrance. 

Christie. ‘ Then tak your boend, an’ your pund 
o’ flesh, but in cutting o’t, if thou dost shed one 
drop of Christian bluid — ^thou diest 1 * 

Jem Carme, ‘ Hech I ’ 
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Christie, * Thy goods are by the laws of Veaeeca 
con-fis-cate, confiscate'!' 

Then like an artful narrator, she began to wind 
up the story more rapidly. 

* Sae Shylock got to be no sac saucy — “ Pay tlio 
boend thrice,” says he, and let the puir deevil 
go.” — Here it s,” says Biissanio. — Na ! the jyoung 
judge wadna let him. — ‘‘He has refused it in open 
coort; no a bawbee for Shylock but just the for- 
feiture ; an he daur iia tak it.” — “ I'm awa’,” says 
he. — “The dcivil tak ye a'.” — Na! he wasna to 
win clear sac ; unco they’d gotten the Jew on the 
hep, they worried him, like good Christians, that’s 
a fact. The judge fand a law tliat fitted him, for 
cons})iring against the life of a citizen ; an* he be- 
hoo\'^ed to give up hoose an’ lands, an’ be a Chris- 
tian ; yon was a soor drap — he tamed no weel, puir 
auld villain, an’ scairtit ; an’ the lawyers sent ane o’ 
their weary parchments till his hoose, and the puir 
auld heathen signed awa his siller, an’ Abraham, an’ 
Igaac, an’ Jacob, on the heed o’t. I pity him, an 
auld, auld man ; and his doclitcr had rin off wi’ a 
Christian lad — they ca’ her Jessica, and did’nt she 
steal his very diamond ring that his ain lass gied him 
when he was young, an’ maybe no sae hard-halrted.’ 

Jean Camie, * Oh the jaud I suppose ho was a 
Jew, it was na her business to clean him oot.’ 
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A young Fuihmfe. * Awccl, it waa only a Jct? 
oody, that’s my comfort/ 

Christie, * Ye speak as a Jew was na a man ; lias 
not a Jew eyes, if yc please ? ’ 

Lizzy Johnstone, * Ay, has he ! — and Jthe awfuest 
lang neb atween em/ 

Christie, ‘ Has not a Jew afiectlons, paassions, 
organs ? ’ 

Jean, ‘ Ka! Christie; thir lads comes fr’ Italy !’ 

Christie, ‘ If you prick him, does he not bleed ; 
if you tickle him does na he lauch ? ' 

A yomg Fishwife f:j>ertly), *I never kittlet a 
Jew, for my pairt, — sae I’ll no can tell ye/ 

Christie, ‘ If you poison him, does he not die? 
and if you >vrang him,’ {with fury) ‘ shall he not 
revenge?’ 

Lizzy Johrvstone, ‘Ohl but ye’re a fearsome 
lass/ 

Christie, * Wha’U give me a sang for my bonny 
yam?' 

Lord Ipsden, who had been an unobserved auditor 
of the latter part of the talc, here inquired whether 
she had brought her book. 

* What’n buik ? ’ 

* Your music-book ! ’ 

‘ Here’s my music-book/ said Jean, roughly tap- 
ping her head 
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‘ And here’s mines.’ said Christie, bird-ly, toiiciv 
ing her bosom. 

‘ Richard,’ said she, thoughtfully^ * I wish ye may 
no hae been getting in voolgar company; div yo 
think we ha.e minds like rinning water? ’ 

Mucker (avec malice). ‘ And tongues like the 
mill-clack abune it ? Because if ye think sa^ cap- 
tain, — ye’re no fur, ^vrang I 

Christie. ‘ Na ! w’e hae na mucklo gowd may-bc ; 
but our minds are gowden vessels.’ 

Jean. 'Aha! lad.’ 

Christie. ' They are not gaxpenny sieves, to let 
music an’ metre through, &nd leave us none the 
wiser or better.’ Dinna gang in low voolgar com- 
pany, or you a lost laddy.’ 

Ipsdep. ‘ Vulgar, again I everybody has a different 
sense for that word, I think. What is vulgar?’ 

Christie. ‘ Voolgar folk sit on an chair, anc, twa* 
whiles three hours, catin an’ abune a’ drinkin, as 

4 ^ # 

Still as hoegs, or gruntin puir every day clashes, 
goessip, rubbich ; when ye are aside them, ye might 
as weel be aside a cuddy ; they canna gie ye a sang, 
they canna tell ye a story, they canna think ye a 
thoucht, to save their useless lives ; that’s voolgar 
folk,’ 

She sings* * A caaller lierrin’ 1 ’ 

Jean. ' A caaller herrin’ 1 * 
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Omrm. 

* Come buy my bonny caaller herrin’, 

* Six a penny caaller from the sea/ &c. 

The music chimed in, and the moment the song 
was done, without pause, or anything to separate or 
chill the succession of the arts, the fiddles diverged 
with a gallant plunge into ‘ The Dusty Miller.’ The 
dancers found their feet by an instinct as rapid, and 
a rattling reel shook the floor like thunder. Jean 
Carnic assumed tlie privilege of a bride, and seized 
his Lordship ; Christie, who had a mind to dance 
with him too, took Flucker captive, and these four 
were one r^l ! There were seven others. 

The principle of reel dancing is articulation ; the 
foot strikes the ground for every accented note, (and 
by-the>by, it is their weakness of accent which 
makes all English reel and hornpipe players such 
failures). 

And in the beet steps of all, which it has in com- 
mon with the iiornpipc, such as the quick ‘ heol and 
toe,’ ‘ the sailor’s fling,’ and the * double shuflSc,’ the 
foot strikes the ground for every Hngle note of 
the instrument. 

All good dancing is beautifuL 

But this articulate dancing, compared with the 
loose, lawless diffluence of motion that goes by that 
name, gives me (I must confess it) as much more 
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pleasure as articulate singing is superior to tunes 
played on the voice by a young la^. 

Or the clean playing of my mother to the piano- 
forte splashing of my daughter; though the latter 
does attack the instrument as a washerwoman her 
soapsuds, and the former works like a lady. 

Or skating to sliding : 

Or English verse to dactyls in English : 

Or painting to daubing : 

Or preserved strawberries to strawberry jam. 

What says Goldsmith of the two styles ? 

‘ They swam, sprawled, frisked, and languished ; 
but Olivia’s foot was as pat to the music as its echo.* 
— Vicar of Wakefield. 

Newhaven dancing aims also at fun; laughter 
mingles yrith agility; grotesque, yet graceful ges- 
tures are flung in, and little inspiriting cries flung 
out. 

His Lordship soon entered into the spirit of it. 
Deep in the mystery of the hornpipe, he danced one 
or two steps Jean and Christie had never seen, but 
their eyes were instantly on his feet, and they caught 
in a minute, and executed th^e same steps. 

To see Christie Johnstone do the double-Auffle 
with her arms so saucily a-kimbo, and her quick 
elastic foot at an angle of forty-five, -^as a treat. 

The dance became inspiriting, inspiring, intoxi^ 

s 
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catiiig ; and when the fiddles at last left off, tne feet 
went on another seven bars by the enthusiastic im- 
pulse. 

And so, alternately spinning yarns, singing songs, 
dancing, and making fun, and mingling sometliing 
of heart and brain in all, these benighted creatures 
made themselves happy instead of peevish, and mth 
a day of stout, vigorous, healthy pleasure, refreshed, 
indemnified, and warmed themselves for many a day 
of toil. 

Such were the two pic-nics of* Inch-Coombe, and 
these rival cliques, agreeing in nothing else, would 
have agreed in this : e^ch, if allowed (but wo won’t 
allow either) to judge the other, would have pro- 
nounced the same verdict — 

^ Ihne aavmt pas vivre cesfiewhUL 
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CHAPTER XL 

Two of our personages left Inch-Coombe less liappy 
tlian when they came to it. 

Lord ipsden encountered Lady Barbara with Mr. 
, who had joined her upon the island. 

He found them discoursing, as usual, about the 
shams of* the present day, and the sincerity of Crom- 
well and Maliomet, and he found himself de trap. 

They made him, for the first time, regret the loss 
of those earnest times when, ‘ to avoid the inconve- 
nience of both addressing the same lady,' you could 
cut a rival's^throat at once, and be smiled on by the 
fair and society. 

That a book-maker should blaspheme high civili- 
zation, by which alone he exists, and one of whose 
diseases and flying pains he is, neither surprised nor 
moved him; but tliat any human beings actions 
should be affected by such tempestuous twaddle, was 
ridiculous. 

And that the witty Lady Barbara should be caught 
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by tkis clxaiF was in tolerable; he begm to feel 
bitter, . 

He had the blessings of the poor, the good opinion 
of the world ; every living creature was prepossessed 
in his favour but one, and that one despised him ; it 
was a diabolical prejudice ; it was the spiteful caprice 
of his fete. 

His heart, for a moment, tvas in danger of de- 
teriorating. He was miserable ; the devil suggested 
to him, * make others miserable too ; ' and he listened 
to die advice. 

There wtis a line brceze„but instead of sailing on 
a wind, as he might have done, he made a series of 
tacks, and all were ill. 

The earnest man first ; and Flucker announced the 
skipper’s insanity to the whole town of Newhaven, 
for, of course, these tacks were all marine solecisms. 

The other discontented Fic-nician i^as Cliristic 
Johnstone. Gatty never caine; and tjiis, coupled 
with five or six days’ previous neglect, could no 
longer pass imnoticed. 

Her gaiety failed her before the afternoon was 
ended ; and the last two hours were spent by her 
alone, watching the water on all sides for him. 

At last, long after the departure of his Lordship’s 
yacht, the Newhaven boat sailed from Inch-Coombe 
with the wedding party. There was now a strong 
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breeze, and the water every now and then came on 
board ; ao the men set the foresail with two xeefi, 
and drew the mainsail over the women ; and there, 
as they huddled together in the dark, Jean Cai'nie 
discovered that our gay story-teller’s eyes were wet 
with tears. 

Jean said nothing ; she embraced her, and iiade 
them flow faster* ^ 

But when they came alongside the pier, Jean, 
who was the first to get her head from under the 
sail, whipped it back again, and said to Clnistie, 

‘ Here he is, Christie ; dinna speak till him.’ 

And sure enough there was, in the twilight, with 
a pale face and an uneasy look — Mr, Charles Gatty ! 

He peered timidly into the boat, and when he saw 
Christie, an ‘ Ah ! ’ tliat seemed to mean twenty 
different things at once, burst from his bosom. He 
lield out his arm to assist her. 

She cast on him one glance of mute reproach, and 
placing her fwt on the boat’s gunwale, sprang like 
an antclojKJ upon the pier, without accepting liis 
tissistancc. 

Before going farther, we must go back for this 
boy, and conduct Mm from where we left him up to 
the present point. 

The moment he found himself alone with Jean 
Camie, in his own house, he began to tell her what 
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trouble he was in ; how his mother had convinced 
him of his imprudcRCe in falling in love with Christie 
Johnstone ; and how she insisted on a connexion 
being broken off, which had given him his first 
glimpse of heaven upon earth, and was contrary to 
common sense. 

Jean heard him out, and then, with tlie air of a 
lunatic asylum keeper to a rhodomontading^patient, 
told him Mie was one fool, and hia mother was 
another.’ First she took him up on the score of 
prudence. 

‘You,’ said she, ‘ are a. beggarly painter, without 
a rap ; Christie has houses, boats, nets, and money : 
you are in debt ; she lays by money every week. It 
is not prudent on her part to take up with 3’'ou — the 
better your bargain, my lad.’ 

Under the head of common sense, which she 
maintained was all on the same side of the question, 
she calmly inquired — ; 

‘ How could an old woman of sixty be competent 
to judge how far human happiness depends on love, 
wdien she has no experience of that passion, and the 
reminiscences of her youth have become dim and 
dark? You might as well set a judge in court, 
that has forgotten the law, — common sense said 
she, ‘ the old wife is sixty, and you arc twenty — 
what can she do for you the forty years you may 
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reckon to outlive her ? Who is to keep you through 
those weary years, but the wife^of your own choice, 
not your motlier’s? You Englisli does na read 
the Bible, or ye’d ken that a lad is to leave 
his father and mother, and cleave until his wife/’ ’ 
added she ; then, with great contempt, she repeated, 
^ common sense, indeed ! ye’re fou wi’ your common 
sense ; ye hae the name o’t pat cneuch — but there^'s 
na mucklc o’ that mairchandize in your harns.’ 

Gatty was astonished; what! was there really 
common sense on the side of bliss? and when Jean 
told liim to join her party at Inch Coombe, or never 
look her in the face again, scales seemed to fall from 
his eyes ; and with a heart that turned in a moment 
from lead to a feather, he vowed he would be at 
Inch •Coombe. 

He then begged Jean on no account to4ell Cliristie 
the struggle he had been subjected to, since his 
scruples were now entirely conquered, 

Jean acquiesced at once, and said, * Indeed, she 
would be very sorry to give the lass that muckle 
miiL 

She hinted, moreover, that her neebor’s spirit was 
so high, she was quite capable of breaking with him 
at once upon such an intimation ; and she, Jean, was 
‘ nae mischief-maker/ 

In the energy of his gratitude, he kissed this 



m 


CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE. 


dark-browed beauty^ professing to see in hei a 
sister. 

And she made" no resistance to this way of show- 
ix^ gratitude, but muttered between her teeth, 

* He’s just a bairn ! * 

And so she went about her business. 

On her retreat, his mother returned to him, and, 
with a sad air, hoped nothing that that rude girl had 
said had weakened his filial duty. 

* No, mother,’ said he. 

She then, without explaining how she came 
acquainted with Jean’s arguments, proceeded to 
demolish them one by one. 

‘ II your mother is old and experienced,’ said she, 

• benefit by her age and experience. Slie has not 
forgotten love, nor the ills it leads to, when not 
fortified by prudence. Scripture says, a man shall 
cleave to his wife when he has left his parents ; but 
in making that, the most important step of life, 
where do you read that he is to break ^the fifth com- 
mandment? But I do you wrong, Charles, you 
never could have listened to that vulgar girl when 
she told you your mother was not your best friend.’ 

* N — ^no, mother, of course not’ 

‘ Then you will not go to that place to break my 
heart, and undo all you have done this week.’ 

‘ I should like to go, mother.’ 
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* You will break my heart if you da* 

‘ Christie will feel herself slighted, and she has 
not deserved this treatment from me/ 

‘ The other will explain to her, and if she is as 
good a girl as you say — 

‘ She is an angel ! ’ 

* How can a fishwife be an angel ? Well, theiitf 
she will not set a son to disobey his mother/ 

‘ I don’t think she would ! but is all the goodness 
to be on her side ? ’ 

^ No, Charles, you do your part ; deny yourself*, 
be an obedient child, and your mother’s blessing and 
the blessing of Heaven will rest upon you/ 

In short, he was not to go to Inch Coombe. 

He stayed at home, his mother set him to work ; 
lie madca poor hand of it, he was so wretched. She 
at last took compassion on him, and in the evening, 
when it was now too late for a sail to Inch Coombe, 
she herself recommended a walk to him. 

The poor boy*s feet took him towards Newhaven, 
not that he meant to go to his love, but he could not 
forbear from looking at the place which held her. 

He was about to return, when a spacious blue 
jacket hailed him. Somewhere inside this jacket 
was Master Flucker, who had returned in the yacht, 
leaving his sister on the island. 

Gatty instantly poured out a flood of questions. 
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The baddish boy reciprocated fluency: he in^ 
formed him ‘ th^t his sister had been the star of a 
goodly company, and that her own lad having stayed 
away, she had condescended to make a conquest of 
the skipper himself. 

‘ He had come in quite at the tag end of one of 
her stories, but it had been sufficient to do his busi- 
ness — he had danced with her, had even whistled 
whilst she sung, (hcch, it was bonny !) 

* And wlicn the cutter sailed, he, Flucker, had 
seen her perched on a rock, lilcc a mermaid, watch- 
ing their progress, which had been slow, because 
the skipper, infatuated with so sudden a passion, 
liad made a series of ungrammatical tacks.^ 

For his part he was glad, said the gracious 
Flucker ,• the lass was a pridcful hussy, •that had 
given some twenty lads a sore heart and him many 
a sore back ; and he hoped his skipper, with whom 
he naturally identified himself rather tlian with his 
sister, would avenge tlie male sex fipon lier.’ 

In short, he went upon this tack till he drove 
poor Gatty nearly mad. 

Here was a new feeling superadded ; at first he 
fclt injured, but on reflection what cause of com- 
plaint had he? 

He had neglected her ; he might liavc been her 
partner — ^lic had left her to find one where slic conld. 
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Fooly to suppose that so beautiful a creature would 
ever be neglected — except by him L, 

It was more than he could bear. 

He determined to see her, to ask her forgiveness, 
^0 tell her everything, to beg her to decide, and, for 
his part, he would abide by her decision. 

Christie Johnstone, as we have already related*, 
declined his arm, sprang like a deer upon the pier, 
and walked towards her home, a quarter of a mile 
distant. 

Gatty followed her, disconsolately, hardly know* 
ing what to do. 

At last, observing that she drew near enough to 
the wall to allow room for anotlier on the causeway, 
he had just nous enough to creep alongside, and 
pull her*sleeve somewhat timidly. 

‘ Christie, I want to speak to you.’ 

‘ What can ye liao to say till me ? * 

‘ Christie, I am very unhappy ; and I want to 
tell you why, but I have hardly the strength or the 
courage.’ 

‘ Ye shall come ben my hoosc if yc arc unhappy, 
and we’ll hear your story : come away.’ 

He had never been admitted into her house befoire. 

They found it clean as a snowdrift. 

They found a bright fire, and Flucker frying in- 
numerable steaks. 
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The baddish boy had obtained them in his sister’s 
name and at her expense, at the flesher’a, and 
claimed credit ibr his affection. 

Potatoes he had boiled in their jackets, and so 
skilfully, that those jackets hung by a thread. 

Christie laid an unbleached table-cloth, that some- 
how looked sweeter than a white one, as brown 
bread is sweeter than white. 

But lo, Gatty could not eat; so then Christie 
would not, because he refused her cheer. 

The baddish boy chuckled, and addresifed himself 
to the nice brown steaks with their rich gi’avy. 

On such occasions a solo on the knilellnd fork 
seemed better than a trio to the gracious Flufeker. 

Christie moved about the roc^, doing little Tiouse- 
hold matters, Gatty ’s eye followed her. 

Her beauty lost nothing in this small apartment ; 
she was here, like a brilliant In some quaint, rough 
setting, which all earth’s jewellers should despise, 
and all its poets admire, and it shdiild show off the 
stone and not itself. 

Her beauty filled the room, and almost made the 
spectators ill. 

Gatty asked himself whether he could really have 
been such a fool as to think of giving up so peerless 
a creature. 

Suddenly an idea occurred to him, a langht me^ 
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and not inconsistent 'widi a true artist’s character— 

he would decline to act in so^ doubtful a case : he 

•• 

would float passively down the tld^ of eventfl— he 
would neither desert her, nor disobey his mother; 
he would take everything as it came, and to begin, 
as he was there, he would for the present say 
nodiing but what lie felt, and what he felt was that ' 
he loved her. 

Ho told her so accordingly. 

She replied, concealing her satisfaction, ^that if 
he liked her, he would not have refused to eat when 
she asked liim.’ 

But our hero’s appetite hm returned ivith his 
change of puipose, and he instantly volunteered to 
give the required proof of affection. 

Accordiligly two pound of steaks fell before him. 

Poor boy — he had hardly eaten a genuine meal 
lor a week past. 

Christie sat opposite him, and every time he 
looked ofi' his pfate, he saw her rich blue eyes 
dwelling on him. 

Everything contributed to warm his heart, he 
yielded to the spell, he became contented, happy, gay. 

Flucker ginger-cordialed him, his sister bewitched i 
him. 

She related the day’s events in a merry mood. 

Mr. Gatty burst forth into singing. 
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He sung two light and sombre trifles^ such as in 
the present day are deemed generally encouraging to 
the spirits, and particularly in accordance with the 
sentiment of supper — ^they were about Death, and 
Ivy Green. 

The dog s voice was not very powerful, but sweet 
and round as honey dropping from tlie comb. 

His two hearers were entranced, for the creature 
sang with an insjpiration good singers dare not 
indulge. 

He concluded by informing Christie that the ivy 
was symbolical of her, and the oak prefigured Charles 
Gatty, Esq. 

He might have inverted the simile with more 
trutL 

In short, he never said a word to Christie aba^' 
parting with her, but several about being buiic(|iti 
the same grave with her, sixty years hence^^w 
which, the spot he selected was Westminster Abbey. 

And away he went, icaving goldpn opinions behind 
him. 

The next day Christie was so affected with his 
conduct, coming as it did, after an apparent coolness, 
that she conquered her bashfulness and called on the 
‘ Vile Count,* and with some blushes and hesitation, 
inquired ‘ Whether a painter lad was a fit subject of 
charity.* 
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« Why not ? * said his Lordship^ 

She then told him Gatty's case, and he instantly 
promised to see that artist’s pictured; particularly ane 
‘ awfu’ bonny ane the hero of which she described^ 
as an English minister blessing the bairns with erne 
nand, and giving orders to kill the puir Scoetch 
with tlm other, 

‘ C est egal/ said Christie in Scotch, * its awfu 
bonny/ 

Gatty reached home late; his mother had retired 
to rest. 

But the next morning she drew from him what 
had happened, and then ensued another of those 
dialogues which I am ashamed again to give the 
reader. 

Suffice it to say, that she once more prevailed, 
though with lar greater difficulty ; time was to be 
given him to unsew a connexion which he could not 
cut asunder, and he, with tearful eyes and a heavy 
heart, agreed tc^take some step the very first oppor- 
tunity. 

This concession was hardly out of his mouth ere 
his mother made him kneel down and bestowed her 
blessing upon him. He received it coldly and dully, 
and expressed a languid hope it might prove a 
chann to save him from despair ; and sad, bitter, and 
dejected, forced himself to sit down and work on the 
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pictuie that was to meet his ujueleDting creditor's 
demand. 

He was working on Us picture, and liis mother, 
with hex needle at the table, when a knock was 
heard, and gay as a lark, and &esh as the dew on the 
shamrock, Christie Johnstone stood in person in the 
apartment 

She was evidently the bearer of good tidings ; but 
before she could express them, Mrs. Gatty beckoned 
her son aside, and announcing, ^ she should be within 
hearing,* bade him take the occasion that so happily 
presented itself, and make the first step. 

At another time, Chnstie, who had learned from 
Jean the arrival of Mrs. Gatty, would have been 
struck with the old lady’s silence ; but she came to 
tell the depressed painter that the charitable Vis- 
coimt was about to visit him and his picture ; and 
she was so full of the good fortune likely to ensue, 
that she was neglectful of minor considerations. 

It so happened, however, that certain interruptions 
prevented her from ever delivering herself of the 
news in question. 

First, Gatty Himself came to her, and casting 
uneasy glances at tlie 4oor, by which his motbei 
had just gone out* said ; — 

‘ Christie r 

*Myladr 
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* I want to paint yoni likeneaa.’ 

Tliia was for a smvemr, poor fellow 1 

* Hech ! I wad like fine to be painted. 

* It must be exactly the same size as yourseili 
and so like you, that should we be parted I naay 
seem not to be quite alone in the world/ 

Here he was obliged to turn his head away. T 
‘ But wc’ll no pairt/ replied Christie, cheerfully, 
*■ Suppose yc’ie puir, I*in rich, and it s a’ one ; dinna 
be so cast down for auchty pund/ 

At this, a slipshod servant entered, and said, 

‘ There s a fisher lad, inquiring for Christie 
Jolmstone/ 

‘ It will be Flucker/ said Christie ; show him ben, 
Wliat’s wrang the noo, I wonder ! * 

The baddish boy entered, took up a position, and 
remained apparently passive, hands in pocketSi* 
Christie, ‘ Aweel, what est? ’ 

Flucker, * Gusty/ 

Christie, * What’s your will, my manny ? ' 
Flucker, * Custy, I was at Inch Keith the day/ 
Christie, ‘ And hae ye really come to Edinbro’ 
to tell me thaat?’ 

Flucker {drily), ‘ Oh ! ye ken the lasses axe a 
hantle wiser than we are — will ye hear me ? South 
Inch Keith, I played a bowl i’ the water^ just for 
divairsion, — and I catched twarroe fiSi 1 * ^ 

L 



146 CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE. 

Chrutk, ‘ Floonders, I bet.’ 

Mucker, * D^c^s floonders swim high ? I’ll let 
you see his gills, and if ye axe a reicht fishwife ye’ll 
smell bluid. 

Here he opened his jacsket, and showed a bright 
litdo fish. 

In a moment all Christie’s non chida nce gave way 
to a fiery animation. She darted to Flucker’s side. 

‘ Y e liac na been sac daft as tell ? * asked she. 

Fluckcr shook liis head contemptuously. 

* Ony birds at the island, Flucker ? ’ 

‘ Sea-maws, plenty, and a bird 1 dinna ken ; he 
moonted sae high, then doon like thunder intiL the 
iea, and gart the water flee as high as Haman, and 
porpoises as big as my boat.’ 

‘ Porr-poises, fullsh laddy — jq hae seen the herrin 
whale at his wark, and the solant guse ye hac seen 
her at wark; and beneath the sea, Flucker, every 
coed-fish and doeg-fish, and fish that has teeth, is 
after them ; and half Scotland wad ‘be at Inch Keith 
Island if they kenned what ye hae tell’t me — dinna 
apeak to me.' 

During this, Gatty, who did not comprehend this 
sudden excitement, or thought it childish, had tried 
in vain to win her attention. 

At last he said, a little peevishly, * Will you not 
attend to me, and tell me at least when you will sh 
to me ? * 
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“ Set ! ' cried she. * When there ’s nae waxk to 
be done stanning.* 

And with this she was gone. — At the foot of the 
stairs, she said to her brother, 

‘ Pitir lad ! I’ll siine draw auchty punds fra’ the 
sea lor him, with my fcyther s nets/ 

As she disappeared, Mrs. Gatty appeared. 

‘ And this is the woman whose mind was not in 
her dirty business,* cried she. 

‘ Docs not that open your eyes, Charles ? * 

^ Ah ! Cliarles,* kidded she, tenderly, * there’s no 
friend like a mother.* 

And off she carried the prize, — his vanity had 
been mortified. 

And so that happened to Christie Johnstone which 
has befallen many a woman, — the greatness of her 
love made that love appear small to her lover. ’ 
‘ Ah ! mother,* cried he, ‘ I must live for you 
and my art ; I am not so dear to her as I thought.* 
And so, with “a sad heart, he turned away from 
her ; whilst she, with a light heart, darted away to 
tliink and act for him. 
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JHAi^TER XIL 

It was some two liours after this that a gentlenmiii 
plainly dressed, but whose clothes seemed a part of 
himself — (whereas mine I have observed hang upon 
me; and the Rev. Josiah Splitalfs stick to him) — 
glided into the painter’s room, with an inquiry 
whether he had not a picture or two disposable. 

* I have one finished picture, sir,’ said ‘the poor 
boy ; * but the price is high ! ’ 

He brought it, in a faint-hearted way ; for he had 
shown it to five picture-dealers, and all five agreed 
it was hard. * 

He had painted a lime-tree, distant fifty yards, 
and so painted it that it looked something like a 
lime-tree fifty yards off. 

‘ That was mesquin,’ said his judges ; * the poetry 
of painting reqiH>*cd abstract trees, at metaphysical 
distance, not the various trees of nature, as they 
appear under positive accidents.* 
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On this Mr. Gatty had deluged them with words. 

* When it is art, truth, or sensSJ to fuse a cow, a 
horse, and a critic, into one undistinguishahle quad- 
ruped, with six legs, then it will be art to melt an 
ash, an elm, and a lime, things that differ more than 
quadrupeds, into what you call abstract trees, that 
any man who has seen a tree, as well as looked at 
one, would call drunken stinging-nettles. You, who 
never look at nature, how can you judge the arts, 
which are all but copies of nature ? At two hundred 
yards distance, full-grown trees are more distinguish- 
able than the animal tribe. • Paint me an abstract 
liuman being, neither man nor a woman,* said he, 
‘ and then I will agree to paint a tree that shall be 
no tree;^and if no man will buy it, perhaps the 
father of lies will take it off my hands, and hang it 
in the only place it would not disgrace.* 

In short, he never left off till he had crushed the 
non-buyers with eloquence and satire ; but he could 
not crush them into buyers, — they beat him at the 
passive retort. 

Poor Gatty, when the momentary excitement of 
argument had subsided, drank the bitter cup all 
must drink awhile, whose bark is alive and strong 
enough to stem the current down which the dead, 
weak things of the world are drifting, many of them 
into safe harbours. 
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And now ho brought out his picture with a heavy 
heart. 

‘ Now/ said he to himself, ‘ this gentleman will 
talk me dead, and leave me no richer in coin, and 
poorer in time and patience/ 

The picture was placed in a light, the visitor sat 
down before it. 

A long pause ensued. 

‘ lias he fainted ? * thought Gatty , ironically ; * he 
doesn’t gabble/ 

‘ If you do not mind paintmg before me/ said the 
visitor, ^ I should be rglad if you would continue 
whilst 1 look into this picture/ 

Gatty painted. 

The visitor lield his tongue. 

At first the silence made the artist uneasy, but by 
degrees it began to give him pleasure ; whoever this 
was, it was not one of the flics that liad hitherto stung 
him, nor the jackdaws that liad chattered him dead. 

Glorious silence ! ho began to paint under its in- 
fluence like one inspired. 

Half’ an hour passed thus. 

‘ Wliat is the price of this work of art?* 

‘ Eighty pounds.* 

* I take it,’ said his visitor, quietly. 

What, no more difficulty than that? He felt 
almost disappointed at gaining his object so easily. 
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* 1 am obliged to you, air; much obliged to you,* 
he added, for he reflected what ^hty pounds were 
to him just then. 

* It is my descendants who are obliged to you,* 
replied the gentleman ; ‘ the picture is immortal ! * 

These words were an epoch in the painter*s life. 

The grave, silent inspection that had preceded 
them, the cool, deliberate, masterly tone in which 
they were said, made them oracular to him. 

Words of such import took him by surprise. 

He had thirsted for average praise in vain. 

A hand had taken him, and placed him at the top 
of the tree. 

He retired abruptly, or he would have burst into 
.tears. 

Ho ran to his mother. 

* Mother,* said he, ‘ I am a painter ; I always 
thought so at bottom, but I suppose it is the 
height of my ideas makes me discontented witli my 
work.' 

* Wliat has happened ? ’ 

* There is a critic in my room. I had no idea 
there was a critic in the creation, and there is one 
in my room.* 

‘ Has he bought your picture, my poor boy ? * said 
Mrs. Gatty, distrustfully. 

To her surprise he replied, — 
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‘ Yes I he has got it ; only eighty pounds for an 
immortal picture.]^ 

Mrs. Gatty was overjoyed, Gatty was a little sad ; 
but reviving, he professed himself glad ; the picture 
was going to a judge, 

‘ It is not much money,* said he, ‘ but the man 
has spoken words that are ten thousand pounds to 
me.’ 

He returned to the room ; his visitor, hat in liand, 
was about to go ; a few words were spoken about 
the art of painting, this led to a conversation, and 
then to a short discussion. 

The new comer soon showed Mr, Charles Gatty 
his ignorance of facts. 

This man had sat quietly before a multitude o|^ 
great pictures, new and old, in Europe. 

He cooled down Charles Gatty, Esq., monopolist 
of nature and truth. 

He quoted to him thirty painters in Germany, who 
paint every stroke ol* a landscape ih the open air, 
and forty in various nations who had done it in times 
past. 

‘ You, sir,’ he went on, ‘ appear to hang on the 
skirts of a certain clique, who handle the brush well, 
but draw ill, and look at nature through the spec- 
tacles of certain ignorant painters who spoiled canvas 
four hundred years ago. 
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‘ Go no farther in that direction. 

* Those boys, like all quacks, h^e one great truth 
which they disfigure with more than one falsehood. 

‘ Hold fast their truth, which is a truth the world 
has always possessed, though its practice has been 
confined to the honest and laborious few^ 

‘ Eschew their want of mind and taste. ■ ' 

‘ Shrink with horror from that profane culte de 
laideur, that “ love of the lop-sided,” they have re- 
covered from the foul receptaSSI of decayed art.* 

He reminded him further, that • Art is not imita- 
tion, but illusion ; that a plumber and glazier of our 
day and a mediaeval painter are more alike than any 
two representatives of general styles that can 
found ; and for the same reason, namely, that with 
each of these, art is in its infancy ; these two sets of 
bunglers have not learned how to produce the illu- 
si^ofart.* 

To all this he added a few words of compliment 
on the mind, as/ well as mechanical dexterity, of the 
purchased picture, bade him good morning, and 
glided away like a passing sunbeam. 

* A mother’s blessing is a great thing to have, and 
to deserve,* said Mrs. Gatty, who had rejoined her 
<H)n, 

'It is, indeed,’ said Charles. He could not lielp 
bowg struck by the coincidence. 
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He had made a sacrifice to his mother, and in 
a few hours one of his troubles had melted away. 

In the midst of these reflections arrived Mr. 
Saunders with a note. 

The note contained a cheque for one hundred and 
fifty pounds, with these lines, in which the writer 
excused himself for the amendment : ‘ I am a painter 
myself/ said he, ‘ and it is impossible that eighty 
poimds can remunerate the time expended on tliis 
picture, to say nothing of the skill.* 

We have treated this poor boy’s picture hitherto 
with just contempt, but now that it is gone into a 
famous collection, mind,’ wc always admired it ; wc 
always said so, we take our oath we did ; if wc have 
hitherto deferred framing it, that was merely because 
it was not sold, 

Mr. Gatty’s picture, at present in the 

COLLECTION OF LoRD IpSDEN ! 

There was, hundreds of years 'ago, a certain 
Bishop of Durham, who used to fight in person 
against the Scotch, and defeat them. When ho was 
not with his flocks the northern wolves sometimes 
scattered it; but when the holy father was there, 
with his prayers and his battle-axe, England won the 
dayl 

This nettled the Scottish king, so he penetrated 
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one day, with a largo band, as lar as Durham itself 
and for a short time blocked the prelate up in his 
stronghold. This was the period of Mr. Gatty’s 
picture ; 

Whose title was, 

* Half Church of Qod, half Tower against the 
Scot: 

In the background was the cathedral, on the 
towers which paced to and Iro men in armour, 
witli the western sun glittering thereon. In the 
centre, a liorsc and cart, led by a boy, were carrying 
a sheaf of arrows, tied with a straw-kuid. In part 
of the foreground was the prelate, in a half suit of 
armour, but bareheaded ; he was turning away from 
tlic b(y, to whom liis sinking hand had indicated liis 
'\v^ay*into the holy castle, and liis benignant glance 
rested on a child, whom its mother was holding up 
for his benediction. In the foreground the afternoon 
beams sprinkled gold on a long glassy slope, corres- 
ponding to the elevation on which the cathedral 
stood, separated by the river Wear from the group; 
and these calm beauties of Nature, witli the mother 
and child, were the peaceful side of this twofold 
story. 

Such are the dry details. But the soul of its 
charm no pen can fling on paper. For the stately 
cathedral stood and lived : the little leaves slumber^ 
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yet lived; and the story floated and lived, in the 
potable gold of summer afternoon. 

To look at this painted poem was to feel a thrill 
of pleasure in bare existence ; it went tlirough the 
eyes, where paintings stop, and warmed the depths 
and recesses of the heart with its sunshine and its 
glorious air. 
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CHAPTER Xlll. 

‘ What is in the wind this dark night ? Six ‘N’ew- 
haven boats and twenty boys and hobble-de-hoya, 
hired by the Johnstones at half-a-crown each for a 
night’s job/ 

‘ Secret service 1 ’ 

‘ Wliat is it for? 

‘ I think it is a smuggling lay suggested Fluckeri 
‘ but we shall know all in good time/ 

‘ Smuggling I ’ Their countenances fell, they had 
hoped for something more nearly approaching the 
illegal, 

‘ Maybe she, has fand the herrin*/ said ten-year- 
old. 

* Haw I haw ! haw ! * went the others. * She find 
the herrin’, when there’s five hundred fishermen 
after them baith sides the Firrth.* 

The youngster was discomfited. 

In fact the expedition bore no signs of fishing. 

The six boats sailed at sundown, led by Flucker , 
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he brought>to on the south side of Inch Keith, and 
nothing happened for about an hour. 

Then such boys as were awake, saw two great 
eyes of light coining up from Granton; rattle went 
the chain cable, and Lord ipsden’s cutter swung at 
anchor in four fathom water, 

A thousand questions to Flucker. 

A single puff of tobacco smoke was his answer. 
And now crept up a single eye of liglit from 
Leith ; she came among the; boats ; the boys recog- 
nized a crazy old cutter from Leith liarbour, with 
Christie Johnstone on board. 

‘ What is that brown heap on her deck ? ’ 

^ A mountain of nets — fifty vStout herring nets.^ 
Tunc ma7iife8ta fides, 

A yell burst from all the boys. 

* He^s gaim to tak us to Dunbar/ 

' Half-a-croown ! ye’re no blatc.’ 

Christie ordered the boats alongside her cutter, 
and five nets were dropped into each boat, six into 
Fluckcr’s. 

The depth of water was given them, and they 
were instructed to shoot their nets so as to keep a 
fathom and a half above the rocky bottom. 

A herring net is simply a wall of meshes twelve 
feet deep fifty feet long ; it sinks to a vertical posi- 
tion by the weight of net twine, and is kept Ixom 
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si^iking to the bottom of the sea by bladders ox corks. 
These nets are tied to one another, and paid out at 
tlie stem of the boat. Boat and flets drift with the 
tide, if therefore the nets touched the rocks they 
would be tom to pieces, and tlie fisherman ruined. 

And this saves the herring — that fish lies hours 
and hours at the very bottom of the sea, like a stone, 
and the poor fisheiman shall drive with his nets, a 
yard or two over a square mile of fish, and not catch 
a herring tall ; on the other hand, if they rise to 
play for five minutes, in that five minutes they shall 
fill seven hundred boats. 

At nine o'clock all the boats had shot their nets, 
and Christie went alongside his Lordslup’s cutter ; 
lie asked her many questions about herring fishery, 
to which she gave clear answers, derived from her 
lather, who liad always been what the fishermen call 
a lucky fisherman ; that is, he had opened his eyes 
and judged for himself. 

Lord Ipsden^thcn gave her blue lights to distri- 
bute among the boats, that the first which caught 
herring might signal all hands. 

This was done, and all was expectation. 

Eleven o’clock came — ^no signal from any boat. 

Christie became anxious ; at last she went round 
to the boats ; found the boys all asleep, except the 
baddish boy ; waked them up, and made them all 
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haul in ^ir first net. The nets came in as black 
as inky no sign of a herring. 

There was but 'one opinion ; there was no herring 
at Inch Keith ; they had not been there this seven 
years. 

At last, Flucker, to whom she came in turn, told 
her he was going into two fathom water, where he 
would let out the bladders and drop the nets on their 
cursed backs. 

A strong remonstrance was made by Christie, but 
the baddish boy insisted that he had an equal right 
in all her nets, and setting his sail, he ran into shoal 
water. ^ 

Christie began to be sorrowful : instead of making 
money she was going to throw it away, and the 
neer-do-weel Flucker would tear six nets from the 
ropes. 

Flucker hauled down his sail, and unstepped his 
mast in two iathom water ; but he was not such 
a fool as to risk his six nets ; he devoted one to his 
experiment, and did it well ; he let out his bladder 
line a fathom, so that one-half his net would literally 
be higgledy-piggledy with the rocks, unless the fish 
were there m masse. 

No long time was required. 

In five minutes he began to haul in the net; 
first, the boys hauled in the rope, and then the 
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net began to approach the surface. Flucker looked 
anxiously down, the other lads incredulously ; sud- 
denly they all gave a yell of triumph — an appear- 
ance of silver and lightning mixed, had glanced 
lip from the bottom; in came the first two yards 
of the net — there wet© three herrings in it. These 
three proved Flucker’s point as well as three 
lion. 

They hauled in the net. Before they had a 
quarter of it in, the net came up to the surface, and 
the sea was alive with molten silver. The upper 
half of the net was empty, but the lower half was 
one solid mass of fish. 

The boys could not find a mesh, they had nothing 
to handle but fish. 

At this moment the easternmost boat showed a 
# 

blue light. 

‘ The fish are rising,* said Flucker, ‘ well na risk 
nae mair nets.* 

Soon after this a sort of song was heard from the 
boat that had showed a light. I luckcr, who had 
get his net in, ran down to her, and found, as he 
suspected, that the boys had not power to draw the 
weight of fish over the gunwale. 

They were singing, as sailors do, that they might 
all pull together ; he gave them two of his crew, 
aal ran down to his own skipper. 


II 



162 ' CimiSTIB JOHNSTONK. 

The said skipper gave him four men. 

Another blue light ! 

Christie and hdt crew come a little nearer the 
boats, and shot twelve nets. 

The yachtsmen entered the sport with zeal, so 
did his Lordship. 

The boats were all full in a few minutes, and nets 
still out. 

Then Flucher began to fear some of these nets 
would sink with the weight of fish ; for tlie hening 
die after a while in a net, and a dead herring 
sinks. 

What was to be done ?. 

They got two boats alongside the cutter, and 
unloaded them into her, as well as they could ; but 
before they could half do this the other boats hailed 
them. 

They came to one of them; the boys were strug- 
gling with a thing which no stranger would have 
dreamed was a net. 

Imagine a white sheet, fifty feet long, varnished 
with red-hot silver ; there were twenty barrels in 
this single net. By dint of fresh hands they got 
half of her in, and then the meshes began to break ; 
the men leaned over the gunwale, and put their 
arms round blocks and masses of fish, and so flung 
them on board ; and the cod-fish and dog-fish 
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snapped them almost out of the men’s hands, like 
tigers, , 

At last, they came to a net, which was a double 
wall of herring ; it had been some time in the water, 
and niiiny of tho fish were dead; they tried their 
best, but it ^vas impracticable; they laid hold of the 
solid herring, and when they lifted up a hundred 
Avolglit clear of the water, away it all tore, and sank 
back again. 

They were obliged to cut away this net, with 
twenty pounds sterling in her, Tliey cut away the 
twine from the head-ropes, and net and fish went to 
tlie bottom. 

All hands were now about the cutter ; Christie’s 
nets were all strong and new ; they had been some 
time ih tlic water ; in hauling them up her side, 
quantities of fish fell out of the net into the water, 
but there were enough left. 

She averaged twelve barrels a net. 

Such of the yawls as were not quite full, crept 
between the cutter and the nets, and caught all they 
wanted. 

The projector of this fortunate speculation sud- 
denly announced that she was very sleepy. 

Fluoker rolled her up in a sail, and she slept the 
sleep of infancy on board her cutter. 

When ihe awoke it was seven o’clock in the 

K 3 
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momkg, and her cutter was creeping with a smart 
breeze, about two xniles an hour, a mile imm New- 
haven pier. 

The yacht had returned to Granton, and the yawls, 
very low in the water, were creeping along like 
snails, with both sails set. 

The news was inEdinburgh long before they landed. 

They had been discerned under Inch Keith at the 
dawn. 

And the manner of their creeping along, when 
there was such a breeze, told the tale at once to the 
keen, experienced eyes that arc sure to be scanning 
the sea. 

Donkey carts came rattling down from the capital. 

Merchants came pelting down to Newhaven pier. 

Tlie whole story began to be put together by bits, 
and comprehended. 

Old Johnstone’s cleverness was recalled to mind. 

The few fishermen left at Newhaven were ready 
to hill themselves. 

Their wives were ready to do the same good office 
for La Johnstone. 

Four Irish merchants agreed to work together, and 
to make a show of competition, the better to keep the 
price down within bounds. 

It was hardly fair, four men against one innocent 
unguarded female. 
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But this is a wicked world, 

Christie landed, and proceeded to her own house ; 
on the way she was met by Jean Camie, who de- 
baxrassed her of certain wrappers, and a handketcliief 
she had tied round her head, and informed her she 
was the pride of Newhaven. 

She next met these four little merchants, one after 
another. 

And since we ought to dwell as little as possible 
upon scenes in which unguarded innocence is exposed 
tb artful conspiracies, we will put a page or two into 
the brute form of dramatic dialogue, and so sail 
through it quicker. 

Merchant, ‘ Where arc ye going, Meggie ? * 
Ohristie Johmtom. ‘ If ony body asks yc, say ye 
dinna ken.’ 

Mer. ‘ Will ye sell your fish 
Christie, ‘ Suner than gie them,’ 

Mer. ‘ You will be asking fifteen shillin’ the 
cran/ • 

Christie. * And ten to that.' 

Mer. * Good morning.’ 

2nd Mer. ‘ Would he not go over fifteen shil- 
lings? Oh, the thief o’ the world! — ^I’U give 
sixteen.’ 

3rd Mer. ' But I’ll give eighteen.’ 

2nd Mer. ^ More fool you ! Take him up, my gprL’ 
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Christie, * Twenty-five is my price die day/ 

Zrd Mer, ‘ You^ will keep them till Simday week 
and sell their bones/ 

\Exmnt the three Merchants. 

Enter Uh Merchant. 

Ath Mer, ^ Arfe your fish sold? — I’ll give sixteen 
shillings/ 

ChrUtie. ‘ I’m seeking twenty-five, an’ I’m offered 
eighteen/ 

Ath Mer. * Take it/ \E:dt. 

Christie. ‘ They hae putten their heads the- 
gither/ 

Here Flucker came up to her, and told her there 
was a Leith merchant looking for her. ‘ And Gusty/ 
said he, ‘ there’s plenty wind getting up, your fish 
will be sair hashed ; put them off your hands, I rede 

Christie. ^Ay, lad! — Flucker, hide, an’ when 
1 play my hand sac, ye’ll run in an’ cry, ‘ Cirsty, 
the Irishman will gie ye twenty-two schellin the 
cran.’ 

Flucker. • Ye ken mair than’s in the catecheesm, 
for as releegious as ye are/ 

The Leith merchant was Mr. Miller, and this is 
the way he worked. 

3Iiller {in a mellifivms voice), * Are ye no fatigued' 
my deear ? 
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Christie iaffeOAng Indeed, sir, and I 

«n,’ ^ 

Miller. * Shall I have the pleasure to deal wi’ 

Christie, ‘ If it’s your pleasure, sir. Tm seekin’ 
twenty-five scliellin.’ 

31iller {pretending not to hear), * As you ire a 
beginner, 1 must offer fair ; twenty schellin you shall 
have, and that’s three shillings above Dunbar.’ 

Christie, * Wad ye even carted henin with my 
fish caller fra the sea? and Dunbar— oh finel ye 
ken there’s nac herrin at Dunbar the mom ; this is 
the Dunbar schule that sEpped westward ; I’m the 
mairket, ye’ll hao to buy o’ me or gang to your 
bed — {Here she signalled to Fincher), I’ll no be 
oot d mine long.’ 

Enter Fincher hastily^ crying : * Cirsty, the Irish- 
man will gic ye twenty-two schellin.’ 

‘ I’ll no tak it/ said Christie, 

‘ They are keen to hae them,' said Fluckcr ; and 
hastily retired, as if to treat farther with the small 
merchants. 

On this Mr. Miller, pretending to make for Leith, 
said, carelessly, ‘ Twenty-three shillings, or they are 
not for me.’ 

‘ Tak the cutter’s fireight at a hundre’ ctan, an’ 
I’m no caring,’ said Christie. 
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• They are mine ! ’ said Mr. Miller, very sharply, 
* How much shall | give you the day ? ' 

^ Auchty pund, sir, if you please — ^tlie lave when 
you like ; I ken ye, Mr. Miller/ 

Whilst counting her the notes, the purchaser said 
slily to her : — 

* There^s more than a hundred cran in the cutter, 
my woman/ 

^ A little, sir,' replied the vendor ; ‘ but ere I 
could count them till ye by baskets, they would lose 
seven or eight cran in book,* your gain, my loss.’ 

‘ You are a vara intelligent young person,’ said 
Mr. Miller, gravely. 

‘ Ye had measured them wi' your walking-stick, 
sir ; there’s just ae scale ye didna wipe off, though 
ye are a eaxefu’ mon, Mr. Miller ; sae I laid the bait 
for ye an’ fine ye took it.’ 

Miller took out his snuff-box, and tapping it, 
said: 

^ Will ye go into partnership with 'me, my dear?' 

‘ Ay, sir 1 ’ was the reply. ‘ When I’m aulder 
an’ ye’re younger/ 

At this moment the four merchants, believing it 
useless to disguise their co-operation, returned to 
see what could be done. 

‘ We shall give you a guinea a barrel * 

• Bulk. 
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< Why ye offered her twenty-two ahiUings before.* 

‘ That we never did, Mr. Miller/ 

‘ Haw! haw!* went Flucker. 

Christie looked down and blushed. 

Eyes met eyes, and without a word spoken all 
was comprehended and silently approved. There 
was no nonsense uttered about morality in connexion 
with dealing. 

Mr. Miller took an enormous pinch of snuff, and 
drew for the benefit of all present the following 
inference ; 


Mb. Miller’s Apophthegm. 

' Friends and neighbours ! when a man’s heed is 
grey with age and thoucht {pame) — he’s just fit to 
go to ^bhule to a young lass o’ twenty.’ 

There was a certain middle-aged fishwife, called 
Beeny Liston, a tenant of Christie Johnstone’s ; she 
had not paid her rent for some time, and she had 
not been pressedTfor it ; whether this, or the whisky 
slie was in the liabit of taking, rankled in her 
mind, certain it is she had always an ill word for 
her landlady. 

She now met her, envied her success, and called 
out in a coarse tone, 

‘ Oh, ye’re a gallant quean ; ye’ll bo waur tiian 
ever the noo.* 
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* What's wrang, if* ye please ? ' said the Johnstone, 

sharply. ^ 

Header, did you ever see two fallow bucks com- 
mence a duel ? 

They strut round, eight yards apart, tails up, 
look carefully another way to make the other think 
it all means nothing, and being both equally sly, 
their horns come together as if by concert. ' 

Even so commenced this duel of tongues between 
these two heroines, 

lieeny Iiiston, looking at everybody but Christie, 
addressed the natives who were congregating, thus ; — 

* Did ever ye hear o' a decent lass taking the 
herrin’ oot o' the men’s mooths — ^is yon a woman's 
pairt I'm asking ye ? ' 

On this, Christie, looking carefully at all the 
others except Beeny, inquired with an air of simple 
curiosity : 

‘ Can onybody tell me wha Liston Carnie’s 
drunken wife is speakin till? rib to ony decent 
lass though. Na 1 ye ken she wad na hae th' im- 
pudence I ' 

‘ Oh, ye ken fine I’m speakin till yoursel'.' 

Here the horns clashed together. 

‘ To me, woman? {mth admirably acted mrprm\ 
Oo, ay! it will be for the twa years’ rent you're 
awin me. Giest 1 ' 



amtSTlE JOIINSTONE. 


171 


Bemy Linton, ‘ Ye’re just the impudentest girrl 
i’ the toon, an’ ye hae proved it tlie day ’ {her armn 
akimbo), 

Chrintie {arms ahinibo), * Me, impudent? how 
(laur yc speak against my chaiacktcr, that’s kenned 
ibr decency o’ baith sides the Firrth/ 

Bomy (contemptuomly), ‘ Oh, ye’re sly enough 
to beguile the men, but we ken ye/ 

Christie, ‘ I’m no sly — and {drawing near and 
liming the ivords) I’m no like the woman Jean an’ 
I saw in Ptosc Street, dead drunk on the causeway, 
while her mon was working for her at sea. If ye’re 
no ben your hoosc in ae minute, I’ll say that will 
gar Liston Cairnic fling ye ower the pier-head, ye 
Ibol-inoothed drunken leear — Scairt 1 ’ * 

If my reader has seen and heard Mademoiselle 
Ilachel utter her llimous Sortez, in ‘Virginie,’ he 
knows exactly with what a gesture and tone the 
Jolinstonc uttered this word. 

Beeny {in a voice of whining Burprise), ‘Hechf 
wliat a spite Flucker Johnstone^s dochter has taen 
against us.’ 

Christie, ‘Scairt!' 

Beeny {in a coaomg voicBy and moving a step). 
‘ Aweel ! what’s a’ your paession, my boenny 
woman ? ’ 

* A local word ; a corruption from the French Sortez, 
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Christie. ^ Scairt 1 * 

Beeny retired before the thimder and lightning of 
indignant virtue. 

Then all the lishboys struck up a dismal chant of 
victory. 

‘Yoo-hoo — Custy^s won the day — Beeny’g scair- 
tit^^ going np on the last syllable. 

Christie moved slowly away towards her own 
house, but before she could reach the door she 
began to whimper — little fool. 

Thereat chorus of young Athenians clianted : 

‘Yu-hoo! come back, Beeny, yell maybe win 
yet. Gusty ’s away gr^e-tin’ {going up on the last 
syllable), 

‘ Ihn no greetin, ye rude bairns,^ said Christie, 
bursting into tears, and retiring as soon as she liad 
effected that proof of her philosophy. 

It was about four hours later ; Christie had 
snatched some repose. The wind, as Flucker prog- 
nosticated, had grown to a very heavy gale, and the 
Firtli was brown and boiling. 

Suddenly a clamour was heard on the shore, and 
soon after a fishwife made her appearance, with 
rather a singular burden. 

Her husband, ladies ; rien qm eela. 

She had him by the scruff of the neck ; he was 
dos-<brdoSy with his booted legs kicking in the air, 
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and his fists making warlike but idle demonstra- 
tions, and his mouth uttering ineffectual bad kn- 
guage. ^ 

This worthy had been called a coward by Sandy 
Liston, and being about to fight with him, and get 
thrashed, his wife had whipped him up, and carried 
him away ; she now flung him down, at some lisk 
to his equilibrium, 

‘ Ye arc not fit to feicht wi’ Sandy Liston/ said 
she ; ‘ if ye are for fcichtin, here’s for ye* 

As a comment to this proposal, she tucked up the 
sleeves of her short gown. He tried to run by her ; 
she caught him by the lx)Sora*, and gave him a violent 
pusli, that sent him several paces backwards; he 
looked half fierce, half astounded; ere he could 
quite fl’ecovcr himself, his little servant forced a 
pipe into his liand, and he smoked contented and 
peaceable. 

Before tobacco the evil passions fall, they tell me* 
The cause of .this quarrel soon explained itself’} 
up came Sandy Liston, cursing and swearing. 

‘ What ! ye hae gotten till your wife^s ; that’s the 
place for ye ; — to say there’s a brig in distress, and 
ye’ll let her go on tlie rocks imder your noses : but 
what are ye afraid o’ ? there’s na danger ? ’ 

* Nae danger 1 ' said one of the reproached, * Rto 
ye fou’?’ 
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‘ Ye arc fou wi* fear youisel’ ; of a’ the beasts 
that crawl the airth, a cooward is the ugliest^ I 
4;hmk/ ' ' 

‘ The wifes will no let us,* said one, sulkily, 

‘It’s the woman in your hairts tliat keeps ye,’ 
roared Sandy, hoarsely ; ‘ curse yc, ye are sure to 

dee ane day, and ye are sure to be 1 (a pnst 

participle) soon or late, what signifies when? Ohl 
curse the hour ever I was born among sic a cooardly 
crew.* {Qun at sea^) 

‘ Tliere I * 

^She spealcs till yc, hcrsel’ ; she cries for maircy ; 
to think that of a’ that hear ye cry, Alexander 
Liston is the only mon mon enough to answer/ 
(Grun.) 

‘ You are mistaken, Mr. Alexander Listoir,* said 
a clear, smart voice, whose owner had mingled un- 
observed with the throng ; ‘ there arc always men 
tc answer such occasions ; now, my lads, your boats 
have plenty of beam, and well haudlcd, should live 
in any sea ; who volunteers with Alexander Liston 
and me?^ 

The speaker was Lord Ipsden. 

The fishwives of Newhaven, more accustomed to 
measure men than poor little Lady Barbara Sinclair, 
jaw in this man what, in point of fact he was, a cool 
daring devil, than whom none more likely to lead 
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men into mortal danger, or "pull them through it, 
for that matter. 

They recognised their natural ynemy, and col- 
lected iogether against him, like hens at the sight of^ 
a hawk. 

‘ And would you really entice our men till their 
death?’ 

‘ My life ’s worth as much as theirs, I suppose.’ 

*NaeI your life! its na worth a button; when 
you dee, your next kin will dance, and wha’ll greet? 
but our men hae wife and bairns to look till,’ {Ghin 
at sea,) * 

‘ Ah I I didn’t look at it in that light,’ said* Lord 
Ipsden. He then demanded paper and ink ; Christie 
Johnstone, who had come out of her house, supplied 
it from her treasures, and this cool hand actually 
began to convey a hundred and fifty thousand pounds 
away, upon a sheet of paper blowing in the wind; 
when he had named his residuary legatee, and dis- 
posed of certain large bequests, he came to the point — 

‘Christie Johilstone, what can these people live 
on? two hundred a year? living is cheap here— 
confound the wind ! ’ 

‘ Twa hundred ? Fifty ! Vile Count.’ 

‘ Don’t call me Vile Count I am ipsden, and 
my name’s Eichard. Now, then, be smart with * 
your names/ 
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Three men stepped forwaxdi gave their names, 
had their widows provided for, and went for their 
souVesters, &c. 

* Stay/ said Lord Ipsden, writing. * To Christina 
Johnstone, out of respect for her character, one thou^ 
sand pounds.' 

‘Richard 1 dinna gang/ cried Christie, ‘oh! 
dinna gang, dinna gang, dinna gang; it’s no your 
business/ 

‘ Will you lend me your papa’s Flushing jacket 
and sou’wester, my dear? If I was sure to be 
drowned, I’d go ! ’ 

Christie ran in for them. 

‘ In the mean time, discomposed by the wind, and 
by feelings whose existence neither he, nor I, nor 
any one, suspected, Saunders, after a sore struggle 
between the frail man and the perfect doinestic, 
blurted out ; — 

‘ My Lord, I beg your Lordship’s pardon, but it 
blows tempestuous/ 

‘ That is why the brig wants us/ was the reply. 

* My Lord, I beg your Lordship's pardon,’ whim- 
pered Saunders. 

* But oh ! my Lord, don’t go ; it’s all very well 

for fishermen to be drowned; it is their business, 
¥ 

but not yours, my Lord.’ 

‘ Saunders, help me on with this coat.’ 
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Christie had brought it. 

‘ Yes, my Lord/ said Saunc|,jBrs, briskly, his 
second nature reviving. 

His Lordship, whilst putting on the coat and hat, 
undertook to cool Mr. Saunders’s aristocratic pre>- 
judiccs. 

‘Should Alexander Liston and I be drowned/ 
said he, coolly, ‘ when our bones come ashore, you 
will not Imow which are the fisherman’s, and which 
the Viscount’s.’ So saying, he joined the enterprize, 

‘ I shall pray lor ye, lad,’ said Christie J ohnstone, 
and she retired for that purpose. 

Saunders, with a heavy* heart, to the nearest 
tavern, to prepare an accx)unt ol’ what he called 
‘ Heroism in High Life/ large letters, and the usual 
signs of great astonishment ! ! ! I ! ! for the ' Poly- 
technic Magazine.’ 

The commander of the distressed vessel had been 
penny-wise. He had declined a pilot ofiF the Isle of 
May, trusting to iall in with one close to the port of 
Leith ; but a heavy gale and fog had come on ; he 
knew himself in the vicinity of dangerous rocks ; 
and, to make matters worse, his ship, old and sore 
battered by a long and stormy voyage, was leaky ; 
and unless a pilot came alongside, his fate would be^ 
either to founder, or run upon the rocks, where he 
must expect to go to pieces in a quarter of an hour. 

H 
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The Newhaven boat lay in comparatively smooth 
wateii cm the lee side of the pier. 

Our adventurers got into her, stepped the mast, 
set a small sail, and ran out ! Sandy Liston held 
the sheet, passed once round the belaying-pin, and 
whenever a larger wave than usual came at them, 
he slacked the sheet, and the boat losing her way, 
rose gently, like a cork, upon seas that had seemed 
about to swallow her. 

But seen from the shore it was enough to make 
the most experienced vd nee ; so completely was this 
wooden shell lost to sight, as she descended from a 
wave, that each time ‘her re-appearance seemed a 
return from the dead. 

The weather was misty — the boat was soon lost 
eight of? the story remains ashore. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

It was an hour later ; the natives of the New Town 
had left the pier, and were about their own doors, 
when three Buckhaven fishermen came slowly up 
from the pier ; these men had arrived in one of their 
large fishing-boats which defy, all weather. 

The men came slowly up ; their petticoat trousers 
were drenched, and their neck-handkerchiefs and 
hair were wet with spray. 

At the foot of tlie New Town they stood still and 
whispered to each other. 

There was something about these men that drew 
the eye of Newha^ven upon them. 

In the first place a Buckhaven man rarely com- 
municates with natives of Newhaven, except at the 
pier, where he brings in his cod and ling from the 
deep sea ; flings them out like stones, and sells them 
to the fishwives ; then up sail and away for Fifeshiie. 

But these men evidently came ashore to speak to 
some one in the town. 

N 2 
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They whispered together ; something appeared to 
be proposed anA^demurred to ; but at last two went 
dowly back towards the pier, and the eldest re- 
mained, with a fisherman*s long mackintosh coat in 
his hand which the others had given him as they 
left him. 

With this in his hand, the Buckhaven fisherman 
stood in an irresolute posture ; he looked down, and 
seemed to ask himself what course he should take. 

‘What’s wrang?’ said Jean Camie, who, with 
her neighbours, had observed the men ; ‘ I wish yon 
man may na hae ill news.' 

‘ What ill news wad he hae ? ' replied another. 

‘ Are ony freends of Liston Carnie here ? ’ said the 
fisherman. 

‘ The wife’s awa* to Granton, Beeny Listdn they 
ca’ her — there’s his house,’ added Jean, pointing up 
the row, 

‘ Ay,’ said the fisiierman, ‘ I ken he lived there.’ 

‘Lived there!’ cried Christie Johnstone; ‘ohi 
'What’s this ? ’ 

‘Freends,’ said the man, gravely, ‘his boat is 
driving keel uppermost in Kircauldy Bay ; — we 
passed her near enough to read the name upon her.’ 

‘ But the men will have won to shore, please God ? ' 

The fisherman shook his head, 

^ SheTl hae coupit a mile wast Inch Keith, an’ the 
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tide rinniog aff the island an* a heavy sea gann. This 
is a’ Newhaven well see of then^ (Iiolding up the 
coat) till they rise to the top in thtee weeks* time/ 

The man then took the coat, which was now seen 
to be drenched with water, and hung it up on a line 
not very far from its unfortunate owner’s house: 
then, in the same grave and subdued tone in which 
he had spoken all along, he said, ‘ Wc are sorry to 
bring siccan a tale into your toon,’ and slowly moved 
olT to rejoin his comrades, who had waited for him 
at no great distance. They then passed through the 
Old Town, and in five minutes the calamity was 
known to the whole place. * 

Al’ter the first stupor, the people in the New 
Town collected into knots, and lamented their ha- 
zardous calling, and feared for the lives of those that 
had just put to sea in this fatal gale for the rescue of 
strangers, and the older ones failed not to match 
this present sorrow with others witliin their recol- 
lection. 

« 

In the middle of this, Flucker Johnstone came 
hastily in from thd Old Town, and told them he had 
seen the wife, Beeny Liston, coming through from 
Granton. 

The sympathy of all was instantly turned in this 
direction. 

‘ She would hear the news/ 
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would fall on her like a thunder-clap.* 

^ What would become of her ? * 

. Every eye was strained towards the Old Town, 
and, soon the poor woman was seen about to emerge 
from it; but she was walking in her usual way, 
and they felt she could not carry her person so if she 
knew. 

At the last house she was seen to stop and speak 
to a fisherman and his wife that stood at their own 
door. 

‘ They arc telling her,’ was then the cry. 

Beeny Liston then proceeded on her way. 

Every eye was strained. 

No ! they had not told her. 

She came gaily on, the unconscious object of every 
eye and every heart. 

The hands of this people were hard, and their 
tongues rude, but they had shrunk from telling this 
poor woman of her bereavement — they thought it 
kinder she should know it under her own roof from 
her friends or neighbours, than from comparative 
strangers. 

She drew near her own door. 

And now a knot collected round Christie John- 
stone, and urged her to undertake the sad task. 

‘ You that speak sa learned, Christie, ye should 
tell her ; we daur na.* 
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* How can I tell her ? ' said Christie, turning pale. 

* How will I tell her ? Ise try.’ # 

She took one trembling step to meet the woman. 

Beeny’s eye fell upon her. 

‘ Ay ! here’s the Queen o’ Newhaven,* cried she, 
in a loud and rather coarse voice, * The men will 
hae ta leave the place now y’are turned fisherman, I 
daur say.* 

‘ Oh, dinna fleicht on me ! dinna fieicht on me 1 ’ 
cried Christie, trembling. 

‘ Maircy on us,’ said the other, * auld Flucker 
Johnstone’s dochter turned humble. What next ? ’ 

‘ I’m vexed for speaking back till ye the mom,’ 
faltered Christie* 

‘ Hett,’ said the woman, carelessly, * let yon flea 
stick 1 the wa’. I fancy I began on ye. Aweel, 
Cirsty,’ said she, falling into a friendlier tone; ^its 
the place we live in spoils us — Newhaven’s an im- 
pudent toon, as sure as deeth. 

‘I passed through the Auld Toon the noo— a 
place I never speak in ; an if they did na glower at 
me as I had been a strange boast. 

‘ They cam’ to their very doors to glower at me ; 
if ye’il believe me, I thoucht shame. 

‘ At the hinder end my paassion got up, and 1 
faced a wife East-by, and I said, “ What gars ye 
glower at mo that way, ye ignorant woman?” ye 
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would na tHinTr it, she answered like honey itsel ~ 

Tm askin’ your paardon,” says she; and her mon 
by her side said Gang hame to your ain hoose, my 
woman, and Gude help ye, and help us a’ at our 
need,” the decent mon. “ It’s just there I’m for,” 
said I, to get my mon his breakfast.” 

All who heard her drew their breath witli difficulty. 

The woman then made for her own house, but in 
going up the street she passed the wet coat hanging 
on the line. 

She stopped directly. 

They all trembled — ^they had forgotten the coat — 
it was all over ; the coat would tell the tale. 

* Aweel/ said she, ^ I could sweer that’s Liston 
Caxnie’s coat, a droukit wi’ the rain then she 
looked again at it, and added, .^slowly, ‘ if I did’na 
ken he has Iris away wi’ him at the piloting.’ And 
in another moment she was in her own house, leav- 
ing them all standing there half stupified. 

Christie had indeed endeavoured to speak, but 
her tongue had cloven to her mouth. 

Whilst they stood looking at one another, and at 
Beeny Liston’ s door, a voice that seemed incredibly 
rough, loud, and harsh, jarred upon them ; it was 
Sandy Liston, who came in from Leith, shouting — 

* Fifty pounds for salvage, lasses ! is na thaat better 
than staying cooard-like aside the women ? ’ 
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< Whisht I whisht 1 ’ cried Christie. * We are in 
heavy sorrow ; puir Liston Caim^e and his son Willy 
lie deed at the bottom o’ the Firfth.’ 

‘ Gude help us ! ’ said Sandy, and his voice sank, 

* An’, oh, Sandy, the wife , docs na ken, and it’s 
hairt-breaking to see her, and hear her ; we cJinna 
get her tell’t *, ye’re the auldest mon here ; ye’ll tell 
her, will ye no, Sandy ? ’ 

* No, me, that I will not ! ’ 

* Oh, yes ; ye are kenned for your stoot heart, an* 
coorage ; ye come fin’ faxiing the sea an’ wind in a 
bit yawl.’ 

* The sea and the wind,’ cried he, contemptuously; 

‘ they be , I’m used wi’ them ; but to look a 

woman i’ the lace, an’ tell her her mon and her son 
are drowned since yestreen, I hae na coorage for that.’ 

All further debate was cut short by the entrance 
^f one who came expressly to discharge the sad duty 
all had found so difficult. It was the Presbyterian 
clergyman of the place ; he waved them back. * I 
know, I know,’ said he, solemnly. 

‘ Wliere is the wife ? ’ 

She came out of her house at this moment, os it 
happened, to purchase something at Drysale’s shop, 
which was opposite. 

‘ Beeny,’ said the clergyman, ‘ I have sorrowful 
tidings.’ 
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‘ Tell me them, sir/ said she, unmoved. * Is it a 
deetk ? ’ added she, quietly. 

* It is ! — death, i^iidden and terrible ; in your <)wn 
house I must tell it you, — (and may God show me 
how to break it to her)/ 

He entered her house. 

‘ Aweel,’ said the woman to the others, ‘ it maun 
be some iar awa cousin, or the like, for Liston an 
me hae nae near frcends. Meg, ye idle hizzy,’ 
screamed she to her servant, who was one of the 
spectators, ‘ your pat is no on yet ; div ye think the 
men will no be hungry when they come in fra the sea ? ’ 

‘They will never hunger nor thirst ony inair,’ 
said Jean, solemnly, as the bereaved woman entered 
her own door. 

There ensued a listless and fearful silence. 

Every moment some sign of bitter sorrow was 
expected to break forth from the house, but none 
came; and amidst the expectation and silence the 
waves dashed louder and louder, as it seemed, against 
the dyke, conscious of what they had done. 

At last, in a moment, a cry of agony arose, so 
terrible that all who heard it trembled, and more 
than one woman shrieked in return, and fled from 
the door; at which, the next moment, the clergy- 
man stood alone, collected, but pale, and beckoned. 
Several women advanced. 
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‘ One woman,’ said he. 

Jean Camie was admitted; -and after a while 
returned. * 

' She ia come to herselV whispered she ; * I am 
no weel mysel’.’ And she passed into her own 
house. 

Then Flucker crept to the door to see. 

‘ Oh, dinna spie on her,’ cried Christie. 

* Oh, yes, Fluckcr,’ said many voices. 

‘ He is kneelinV said Fluckcr. ‘ He has her 
hand, to gar her kneel tae, — she winna, — she does 
na see him, nor hear him ; he will hac her. He has 
won her to kneel, — he is j^rayin’, an’ greetin aside 
her. I canna see noo, my ecu’s blinded.’ 

‘ He’s a gude mon,’ said Christie. ‘ Oh, what wad 
we do without the ministers.’ 

Sandy Liston had been leaning sorrowfully against 
the wall of the next house, he now broke out. 

‘An auld shipmate at the whale fishing!!! an’ 
noow we’ll neypr lift the dredging sang thegither 
again, in yon dirty detch that’s droowned him; 1 
maun hae whiskey, an’ forget it a’.’ 

He made for the spirit-shop like a madman ; but 
ere he could reach the door a hand was laid on him 
like a vice. Christie Johnstone had literally sprung 
on him. She hated this horrible vice, — ^had often 
cliecked him ; and now it seemed so awful a mo- 
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ment for suck a sin, that she forgot the wild and 
savage nature of the man, who had struck his own 
sister, and scriously'hurt her, but a month before, — 
she saw nothingk^but the vice and its victim, and she 
seized him by the collar, with a grasp from which 
he in, vain attempted to shake himself loose. 

‘ No ! ye’li no gang there at siccan a time.* 

‘ Hands off, ye daft Jaud,’ roared he, ‘ or there’L 
be another deeth i’ the toon.* 

At the noise Jean CtaLie ran in. 

‘Let the ruffian go,’.ciied she, in dismay. ‘Oh, 
Christie, dinna put your hand on a lion’s mane.* 

‘ Yes, ril put my hand on his mane, ere 1*11 let 
liim mak a beast o* himscr.* 

. ^ Sandy, if ye hurt her, 1*11 find twenty lads that 
will lay^e deed at her feet.' 

‘ Haud your whisht,* said Christie, very sharply, 
‘ he*s no to be threetened.’ 

Sandy Liston, black and white with rage, ground 
Ills teeth together, and said, lifting Jjis hand, ‘ Wull 
ye let me go, or must I tak my hand till ye ? * 

‘ No ! * said Christie, ‘ I’ll no let ye go, %ae look 
mo t* tho face ; Flucker^n docJiter^ ymr auld comrade, 
that sailed your life at Holy Ide, — think o* hk face, 
, — an^ look in mines, — ayC strike me ! ! ! * 

They glared on one another, — he fiercely and 
unsteadily ; she, firmly and proudly. 
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Jean Caimie said afterwajds, * her eyes were like 
coals of fire/ , 

’ Ye are doing what nae mon*i’ the* toon danr ; ye 
aie a bauid, unwise laasy/ ^ 

‘ It’s you mak me bauld/ was the instant reply- 
‘ I saw ye face the mad sea, to ^ave a ship fra the 
rocks, an’ will I fear a mon s hand, when I can save ’ 
— (^mng to dm/hle Iter height ) — ‘ my feyther’s^auld 
fieend fra the puir men’s enemy, the enemy o’ man- 
kind, the cursed, cursed driirir. Oh ! Sandy Liston, 
hoow could ye think to putnn enemy in your mooth « 
to steal awa your brains 1 ’ 

‘This’s no Newhaven 'chat ; wha laims ye sic 
words o’ power?’ 

‘ A deed mon ! ’ 

‘.I would na wonder, y’are no canny ; she^ ta’en a’ 
the poower oot o’ my body, I think/ Then suddenlf 
descending to a tone of abject submission, ‘ What’s 
your plcesure, Flucker Johnstone’s dochter? ’ 

She instantly withdrew the offensive grasp, and 
leaning affectionately on his shoulder, she melted 
into her rich Ionic tones. 

‘ It^s no a time for sin ; ye'll sit by my fire, an’ 
get your dinner; a bonny haggis hae I for you an* . 
Flucker, an’ we’ll improve this sorrowfu’ judgment ; 
an’ ye’ll tell me’ o' auld times; o' my fey tlier dear, 
that likeit ye wee), Sandy, — o’ the storrms ye hae . 
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weathered, side by 8ide,~o* the miickle whales ye 
killed Greenland lyay — an’ abune a', o* the lives ye 
hae saved at sea, by your daurin an’ your shell ; an’, 
oh Sandy, will na that be better as sit an’ poor leequid 
damnation doown your throat, an’ gie awa the sense 
an’ feeling o* a mon for a sair heed and an ill name ? * 

* I’sc gang, my lamb,’ said the rough man, quite 
subdued ; * I daur say whiskey will no pass my teeth 
the day.’ 

And so he went quietly away, and sat by Christie’s 
fireside- 

Jean and Christie went towards the boats. 

Jean, after taking it « philosophically lor half a 
minute, began to whimper. 

* What’s wrang ? ’ said Christie. 

* Div ye think my hairt’s no in my mooth wi’,you 
gripping yon fierce robber?’ 

Here a young fishwife, with a box in her hand, 
who had followed them, pulled Jean by the coats. 

* Hets,’ said Jean, pulling herself free. 

The child then, with a pertinacity these little 
animals have, pulled Christie’s coats. 

* Hets,’ said Christie, freeing herself more gently. 

‘ Ye suld mairry Van Amburgh,’ continued Jean ; 

‘ ye are just such a lass as he is a lad.’ 

Christie smiled proudly, was silent, but did not 
disown the comparison 
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The little fishwife, unable to attract attoitdon by 
pulling, opened her box, and sajring, ‘ Lasses, I’ll 
let ye see my presoner : hech 1 he’s bocnny I pulled 
out a mouse by a string fastened to his tail, and set 
him in the midst for friendly admiration. 

‘ I dinna like it— I dinna like it ! ’ screamed 
Christie; ‘Jean, put it away — it fears me, Jean!’ 
This she uttered (her eyes almost starting frorm her 
head with unaffected terror) at the distance of about 
eight yards, whither she had arrived in two boxmds 
that would have done no discredit to an antelope. 

‘ Het,* said Jean, uneasily, ‘ hae ye coowed yon 
savage, to be scared at the* wee beastie? ’ 

Christie, looking askaunt at the animal, explained 
— "A moose is an awesome beast — it’s no like a 
monl’ and still her eye was fixed by fascination 
upon the four-footed danger. 

Jean, who had not been herself in genuine tran- 
quillity, now turned savagely on the little Womb- 
wclless : ‘ An’ div ye really think ye are to come 
here wi’ a’ the beasts i’ the Airk ? Come, awa ye 
go, the pair o’ ye.’ 

These severe words, and a smart push, sent the 
poor little biped off roaring, with the string over her 
shoulder, recklessly dragging the terrific quadruped, 
which made fruitless g^s at the shingle. — MoraL 
Don’t terrify bigger folk than yourself. • 
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Christie had intended to go up to Edinburgh with 
her eighty pounds^ but there was more trouble in 
Store this eventful day. 

Flucker went out after dinner, and left lier with 
Sandy Liston, who was in the middle of a yarn, 
when some one came running in and told her Flucker 
was at the pier crying for her. She inquired what 
was the matter. — ‘ Come, an’ yell see,’ was all tlio 
answer. — She ran down to the pier. There was poor 
Flucker lying on his back ; he had slipped from the 
pier into a boat that lay alongside ; the lall was con- 
siderable ; for a minute he had been insensible, then 
he had been dreadfully 'Sick, and now he Wiis be- 
ginning to feel his hurt ; he was in great anguish ; 
nobody knew the extent of his injuries ; ho would 
let nobody touch him ; all his cry wiis for his sister. 
At last she came ; they all made way for her ; he 
was crying for her as she came up. 

* My bairn 1 my bairn ! * cried she, and the poor 
little fellow smiled, and tried to raise himself to- 

f 

wards her. 

She lifted him gently in her arms — she was powe?:- 
ful, and affection made her stronger ; she carried 
him in her arms all the way home, and laid him on 
her own bed. Willy Liston, her discarded suitor, 
ran for the surgeon. There were no bones broken, 
but his ancle was severely sprained, and he had a 
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terrible bruise on tlic loins’ ; his dark, ruddy face 
was streaked and pale; but lie n^ver complained 
after he found himself at home. • 

Christie hovered round him, a ministering angel, 
applying to him with a light and loving hand whatr- 
ever could ease his pain; and he watched her with, 
an expression she had never noticed in his eye before. 

At last, alter two hours' silence, he made her £t 
in full view, and then he spoke to her; and what 
think you was the subject of his discourse? 

He turned to and told her, one after another, 
without preface, all the loving things she had done 
to him ever since he was fivc*year8 old. Poor boy, 
he had never shown much gratitude, but he had for- 
gotten nothing, literally nothing. 

Christie was quite overcome with this unexpected 
trait ; she drew him gently to her bosom, and wept 
over him; and it was sweet to see a brother and 
sister treat each other almost like lovers, as these 
two began to do — they watched each other's eye so 
tenderly, 

Tliis new care kept the sister in her own house all 
tlie next day ; but towards the evening, Jean, who 
knew her other anxiety, slipped in and offered to 
take her place for an hour by Flucker’s side ; at the 
same time she looked one of those signals whicli are 
too subtle for any but woman to understand. 

0 
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Cliristie drew her aside, and learned that Gatty 
and his mothei; were just coming through from 
Leith; Christie Pan for her eighty pounds, placed 
them in her bosom, cast a hasty glance at a looking- 
glass, little larger than an oyster-shell, and ran out. 

‘ Hech ! What pleased the auld wife will be to 
see he has a lass that can mak auchty pund in a 
morning.’ 

This was Christie’s notion. 

At sight of them she took out the bank-notes, 
and with eyes glistening and cheeks flusliing, she 
cried — 

Oh, Chairlcs, ye’ll no gang to jail — I hac tlic 
siller ! ’ and she offered him the money with botl> 
hands, and a look of tenderness and modesty that 
embellished human nature. 

Ere he e‘Ould speak, his mother put out her hand, 
and not rudely, but very coldly repelling Christie’s 
arm, said in a freezing manner — 

‘ We are much obliged to you,^but my son’s own 
talents have rescued him &om his little embarrass- 
ment.’ 

‘ A nobleman has bought my picture/ said Gatty 
proudly. 

‘ For one hundred and fifty pounds,’ said the old 
lady, meaning to mark the contrast between that sum 
and what Christie had in her hand. 
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Christie remained like a statue, with her arms 
extended and the bank-notes in her hand; her 
features worked — she had much ado not to cry ; and 
any one that had known the whole story, and seen 
this unmerited repulse, would have felt for her ; but 
her love came to her aid, she put the notes in her 
bosom, sighed and said — ^ 

‘ I would hae likeit to hac been the first ye ken, 
but I’m real pleased.’ 

‘ But, mother,’ said Gatty, ‘ it was very kind of 
Christie all the same. Oh, Christie ! ’ said he, in a 
tone of despair. 

At this kind word Christie’s fortitude was sore 
tried ; she turned away her head ; — she was far too 
delicate to let them know who had sent Lord Ipsden 
to buy the picture. 

Whilst she turned away, Mrs. Gatty said in her 
son’s ear — 

* Now, I have your solemn promise to do it here, 
and at once ; you will find me on the beach behind 
these boats — do it.’ 

The reader will understand that during the last 
few days, Mrs. Gatty had improved her advantage, 
and that Charles had positively consented to obey 
her ; the poor boy was worn out with the struggle- 
lie felt he must have peace or die ; he was thin and 
pale, and sudden twitches came over him; his tern- 
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perainent was not (It for such a battle : and it is to be 
observed, nearly all the talk was on one side* IIu 
had made one expiring struggle, — he described to 
hifl mother an artist's nature, liis strength, his weak- 
ness, — he besought her not to be a slave to general 
rules, but to inquire what sort of a companion the 
individual Gatty needed : he kished with true but 
brilliant satire the sort of wile his mother was ready 
to see him saddled with — stupid, unsyinpathizlng 
creature, whose ten children would, by nature’s law, 
be also stupid, and so be a w^eight on Iiim till his 
dying day. He painted Christie Johnstone, mind 
and body, in words as true and bright as his colours > 
he showed his own weak points, her strong ones, and 
how the latter would fortlly the former. 

He displayed, in short, in one minute more in- 
tellect than his mother had exhibited in sixty years ; 
and that done, with all lus understanding, wit, 
and eloquence, he succumbed like a child, to lier 
stronger will — he promised to break with Christie 
Johnstone. 

When Christie had recovered her composure and 
turned round to her companions, she found herst'lf 
alone with Charles. 

‘ Chairles,’ said she, gravely. 

‘ Christie,’ said he, uneasily. 

‘ Your mother does na like me. Oh 1 ye need na 
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deny it ; and we are na together as we used to be, 
my lad.* ^ 

‘ She is prejudiced, but she bas been the best oi 
mothers to me, Christie.* 

‘ Awcel.’ 

‘ Circumstances compel me to return to England.* 

(Ah, coward ! anything but the real truth!) 

‘ Awed, Cliairles, it will no be for lang.’ 

‘ T don’t know ; you will not be so unhappy as I 
si lull — at least I hope not.* 

‘ IIoow do ye ken that?* 

* Clirlstie, do you remember tlie first night we 

danced together ? * , 

‘ Ay.’ 

‘ And we walked in the cool by the sea side, and 
I tdd you the names of the stars, and you said those 
were not tlieir real names, but nicknames wo give 
them here on earth. I loved you tliat first night.* 

‘ And I fancied you the first time I set eyes on 
you.* 

‘ How can T leave you, Christie ? Wliat shall 
Ido?’ 

‘ I ken what I vshall do,* answered Christie, 
coolly ; then bursting into tears, she added, * I shall 
dee! I shall dee I* 

* No ! you must not say so ; at least I will never 
love aiay one but you.* 
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‘ An* I’ll live as I am a** my days for your sake. 
Oil, England! I hae likeit ye sae weel, ye suld na 
rob me o* my lad — ^^le’s a* the joy 1 hae ! * 

^ I love you,’ said Gatty. * Do * you love 
me?’ 

All the answer was, her head upon his shoulder. 

* I can’t do it,’ thought Gatty, ‘ and I won’t ! 
Christie,’ said he, ‘ stay here, don’t move from 
here.’ And he dashed among the boats in great 
agitation. 

He found his mother rather near the scene of the 
late conference. 

‘ Mother,’ said he, fiercely, like a coward as he 
was, * ask me no more, my mind is made up for 
ever ; I will not do this scoundrelly, heartless, 
beastly, ungrateful action you have been pushing me 
to so long.’ 

* Take care, Charles, take care,’ said the old 
woman, trembling with passion, for tliis was a new 
tone for her son to take with her. ‘ You had my 
blessing the other day, and you sa\(^ what followed 
it; do not tempt me to curse an undutiful, dis- 
obedient, ungrateful son.’ 

* I must take my chance,’ said he, desperately ; 
^ for I am under a curse oy way ! I placed my 
ring on her finger, and held up my hand to God and 
swore she should be my wife : she has my ring and 
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my oath, and I will not perjure myself even for my 
mother/ 

‘ Your ring ! Not the ruby^ ring I gave you 
from your dead father's finger — not that! not 
that!’ 

‘ Yes ! yes I I tell you yes ! and if he was alive, 
and saw her, and knew her goodness, he would have 
pity on me, but I have no friend ; you see how ill 
you have made me, but you have no pity ; I could 
not have believed it ; but since you have no mercy 
on me, I will have the more mercy on myself; I 
marry her to-morrow, and put an end to all this 
shuffling and manoeuvring against an angel ! I am ^ 
not worthy of her, but 111 many her to-morrow. 
Good-by/ 

‘Stay I ’ said the old woman, in a terrible voice ; 

‘ before you dcsiroy me and all I have lived for, and 
Fu fibred, and pinched for, hear me ; if that ring is 
]iot off the hussy’s finger in half an hour, and you 
niy son again, I fall on this sand and ’ 

‘ Then God hhve mercy upon me, for I’ll see the 
whole creation lost eternally, ere 111 wrong the only 
creature that is an ornament to the world/ 

He was desperate ; and the weak, driven to 
d(?speration, are more furious than the strong. 

It was by Heaven’s mercy that neither mother 
nor son had time to speak again. 
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As they faced each other, with flaming eyes and 
faces, all self-command gone, about to utter hasty 
words, and lay up^ regret, perhaps lor all their lives 
to come, in a moment, as if she had started from the 
earth, Christie J ohnstone stood between them ! 

Gatty’s words, and still more, his hesitation, hau 
made her quick intelligence suspect : she had re- 
solved to know tlie truth ; tlic boats oflered every 
facility for listening — she had heard every word. 

She stood between the mother and son. 

They were coni used, abashed, and llic hot blood 
began to leave tlicir laces. 

She stood erect like a statue, her cheek pale as 
ashes, her eyes glittering like basilisks, she l^toked at 
neither of them. ^ 

She slowly raised her left hand, she withdraw a 
ruby ring from it, and dropped the ring on the sand 
between the two. 

She turned on her heel, and was gone as she had 
come, without a word spoken. 

They looked at one another, stupified at first; 
after a considcj’ablc pause the stern old woman 
stooped, picked up the ring, and in spite of a certain 
chill that the young woman’s majestic sorrow liad 
given her, said, placing it on her own finger, ‘ This 
is for your wife ! ! ! ’ 

‘ It will be for my coffin, then,’ said her son, so 
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coldly, so bitterly, and so solemnly, that the mother's 
heart began to quake. i 

‘ Mother,’ said he, calmly^ ‘ forgive me, and 
accept your son’s arm.’ 

‘ I will, my son i ’ 

‘ We are alone in the world now, mother.* 

Mrs. Gatty had triumphed, but she felt the price 
of her triumpli more than her victory. It had" been 
done in one moment, that for which she had so 
laboured, and it seemed that had she spoken long 
ago to Christie, instead of Charles, it could have 
been done at any moment. 

Strange to say, for some minutes the mother felt 
more uneasy than her son ; she was a woman, after 
all, and could measure a woman’s heart, and she saw 
liow deep the wound she had given one she was now 
compelled to respect. 

Charles, on the other hand, had been so harassed 
backwards and forwards, that to him certainty was 
relief ; it was a great matter to be no longer called 
upon to decide. His mother had said, ‘ Part,’ and 
now Christie had said ‘ Part fat least the affair was 
taken out of his hands, and his first feeling was a 
heavenly calm. 

In this state he continued for about a mile, and ho 
spoke to hio mother about his art, sole object now ; 
but after the first mile he became silent, distrait ; 
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Christie s pale face, her mortified air, when her 
generous offer was poldly repulsed, filled him with 
remorse : finally, unafcle to bear it, yet not daring to 
speak, he broke suddenly from his mother without a 
word, and ran wildly back to Newhaven ; he looked 
back only once, and there stood his mother, pale 
with her hands piteously lilted towards heaven. 

By the time he got to Newhaven he was as sorry 
lor her as for Christie. He ran to the house of the 
latter ; Flucker and Jean told him she W'as on the 
beach. He ran to the beach ! he did not sec her at 
first, but presently looking back, he saw her, at the 
edge of the boats, in company with a gentleman in 
a boatin<? dress. He looked — could he believe his 
eyes? he saAV Christie Johnstone kiss this man's 
hand, wlio then taking her head gently in his two 
hands, placed a kiss upon her brow, whilst she 
ficcined to yield lovingly to the caress. 

Gatty turned faint, sick ; foi a moment everything 
swam before his eyes ; he recovered himself, they 
were gone. 

He darted round to intercept them ; Christie had 
slipped away somewhere ; he encountered the man 
alone ! 
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CHAPTER XV. 

L;nRlSTlE^S situation requires to be explained. 

On leaving Gatty and his mother, she went to her 
own house. Flucker — ^who after looking upon her 
lor years as an inconvenient appendage, except at 
dinner-time, had fallen in love with her in a manner 
lliat was half pathetic, half* laughable, all things 
considered — saw by her face she had received a 
blow, and raising himself in the bed, inquired 
anxiously ‘ What ailed her ? ’ 

At these kind words, Christie Johnstone laid her 
clieek upon the pillow beside Flucker s, and said — 

‘ Oh, my laamb, be kind to your puir sister fra 
this hoor, for she has naething i’ the warld noo but 
yourscr.’ 

Flucker began to sob at this. 

Christie could not cry ; her heart was like a lump 
of lead in her bosom ; but she put her arm round his 
neck, and at the sight of his Sjonpathy she panted 
heavily, but could not shed a tear — she was soro 
striken. 
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Presently Jean cainc in, and as the poor girl’s 
head ached as wejl as her heart, they forced her to 
go and sit in the ai*. She took her creepie and sat, 
and looked on tlie sea ; but whether she looked sea- 
ward or landward, all seemed unreal; not things, 
but hard pictures of things, some moving, some still. 
Life seemed ended — she had lost her love. 

An hour she sat in this miserable trance ; she was 
diverted into a better, because a somewhat less dan- 
gerous form of grief, hy one of those trifling circum- 
stances that often penetrate to the human hcait, 
when inaccessible to greater things, 

Willie the fiddler and Jiis brother came through 
the town, playing as they went, according to cus- 
tom ; their music floated past Christie’s cars like 
some drowsy cliime, until, all of a sudden, they 
struck up the old English air, ‘ Speed the plough/ 

Now it was to this tune Charles Gatty had danced 
with her their first dance the night they made 
acquaintance. 

Christie listened, lifted up her hands, and 
crying — 

‘ Oh, what will I do? what will I do?* burst 
into a passion of grief. 

She put her apron over her head, and rocked her- 
self, and sobbed bitterly. 

She was in this situation when Lord Ipsden, who 
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was prowling about, exaihining the proportions of 
the boats, discovered her. I 

< Some one in distress — ^that all in his way.^ 

‘ Madam ! ’ said he. 

She lifted up her head. 

^ It is Christie Jolinstone. I’m so "glad ; that is 
I’m sorry you are crying, but I\n glad I shall have 
the pleasure of relieving you.’ and his Lordkiip 
began to leel lor a cheque-hook. 

^ And div ye really think siller’s a cure for every ^ 
grief!’ said Cliristie, bitterly. 

‘ I don’t know,’ said his Lordship ; * it has cured 
them all as yet.’ 

‘ It will na cure me, then ! ’ and she covered her 
liead witli her apron again. ^ 

* I am very sorry,’ said he ; * tell me {whispering)^ 
what is it ? poor little Christie I ’ 

‘ Dinna speak to me ; I think shame; ask Jean. 
Oh ! llichard, I’ll no be lang in this warld 11!’ 

‘ Ah ! ’ said he, ‘ I know too well what it is now ; 

I know, by sad experience. But, Christie, money 
will cure it in your case, and it shall, too; only 
instead of live pounds, we must put a thousand 
pounds or two to your banker’s account, and then 
they will aU see your beauty, and run after you.’ 

‘ How daur ye even to me that I’m scekin a lad ? ’ 
cried she, rising from her stool ; ‘ I would na ciu‘e, 



206 


CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE. 


suppose there was na a lad[ in Britain.* And ofF she 
flounced. S 

* Offended her hf my gross want of tact/ thought 
the Viscount. 

She crept back, and two velvet lips touched his 
hand. That was because she liad spoken harshly to 
a friend. 

' Oh ! Richard,’ said she, despairingly, ‘ I’ll no 
be lang in this warld,’ 

He was touched: and it was then he took her 
head and kissed her brow, and said, ‘ This wdll never 
do ; my child, go home and have a nice cry, and I 
will speak to Jean; and^^rely upon me, I will not 
leave the neighbourhood till I have arranged it qJJ to 
your satisfaction/ 

And so she went, — a little, a very, very little- 
comforted by Ills tone and words, 

Now this was all very pretty ; but then seen at a 
distance of fifty yards, it locked very ugly; and 
Gatty, who had never before known jealousy, tlie 
strongest and worst of human passions, was ripe for 
anything. 

He met Lord Ipsden, and said at once, in his wise 
temperate way : 

‘ Sir, you are a villain 1 * 

Ipadm. ‘ Plait‘il ? ’ 

Gatty. ‘ You are a villain I * 
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Ipsden. * How do you make that out ? 

Gatty. ‘ But, of course, you are not a coward, 
too.' 

IpadeUy (ironically). You surprise me with youi 
moderation, Sir.’ 

Oatty. ‘ Then you will waive your rank, — ^you 
are a Lord, I believe, — and give me satisfaction.’ 

Ipsden, * My rank, Sir, such as it is, engages me 
to give a proper answer to proposals of this sort; 
1 am at your orders.’ 

Gatty. ‘ A man of your character must often have 
been called to an account by your victims, so — so—’ 
— (hesitating) — ‘ perhaps you will tell me the pro- 
per course.’ 

* Tpisden. ‘ J shall send a note to the castle, and the Co- 
lonel will send me down somebody with a moustache ; 
I shall pretend to remember moustache, moustache 
will pretend he remembers me ; lie will then com- 
municate with your friend, and they will arrange it 
all for us.’ 

Gatty, ‘ And, perhaps, through your licentious- 
ness, one or both of us will be killed.' 

Ipsde^i, ‘ Yes ! but we need not trouble our heads 
about that, — the seconds undertake everything.’ 

Gatty. ‘ I have no pistols.’ 

Tpsden. ‘ If you will do me the honour to use 
one of mine, it shall be at your service.’ 
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Gatty. ‘ Thank you.’ 

Ipsdm, ‘ To-inoijrow morning ? * 

Gatty, * No. I hg-vc four days’ painting to do cn 
my picture, I can’t die till it is finished; — Friday 
morning.’ 

Ipaden, ‘ (He is mad.) I wish to ask you a ques- 
tion, you will excuse my curiosity. Have you any 
idea what we arc agreeing to differ about? ’ 

Gatty. ‘ The question.does you little credit, iny 
Loid ; that is to add insult to wrong.’ 

He went off hurriedly, leaving Lord Ipsden mys- 
tified. 

He thought Christie Jolmstone was somehow con- 
nected with it ; but conscious of no wrong, lie felt 
little disposed to put up with any insult, cspcciaTTy 
from this boy, to whom he had been kind, he 
thought. 

His Lordship was, besides, one of those good, 
simple-minded creatures, educated abroad, wlio, 
when invited to figlit, simply bow, and load, two 
pistols, and get thernseives called at feix ; instead of 
taking down tomes of casuistry and puzzling their 
poor brains to find out whether they arc game-cocks 
or capons, and why. 

As for Gatty, he humed home in a fever of 
passion, begged his mother’s pardon, and reproached 
himself' for ever having disobeyed lier on ac- 
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count of such a perfidious creature as Christie 
Johnstone. 

He then told her wkit he h8d seen, as distance 
and imagination had presented it to him ; to his 
surprise the old lady cut him short. 

‘ Charles/ said she, ‘ there is no need to take the 
girl’s character away ; she has but one fault, — sljfC is 
not in the same class of life as you, ‘ and such mar- 
riages always lead to iniscry ; but in other respects 
she is a worthy young woman, — don’t speak against 
lior character, or you will make my fiesh creep ; you 
don’t know what her character is to a woman, liigh 
or low.’ • 

IJy^lhis moderation perhaps she held him still 
Ulster. 

Friday morning arrived. Gatty had, by hard 
work, finished his picture, collected his sketches 
from nature, wliich were numerous, left by memo*- 
nmdum everything to his mother, and was, or rather 
felt, as ready to as live. 

lie liad hardly s^iokcn a word, or eaten a meal, 
tliese four days ; his mother was in anxiety about 
him. He rose early, and went down to Leith ; an 
liour later, his motlicr, finding him gone out, rose, 
and went to seek him at Newhaven. 

Meantime Flucker had entirely recovered, but 
his sister’s colour had left her cheeks ; and the 

p 
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boy swore vengjance against the cause of her 
distress. 

On I'riday morning, then, there paced on Leith 
Sands two figures. 

One was Lord Ipsden. 

The other seemed a military gentleman, who 
having swallowed the mcss-roojn poker, and found it 
insufficient, had added the ram-rods of his company. 

The more his Lordship reflected on Gatty, tlic 
less inclined he had felt to in\'itc a satirical young 
dog from barracks to criticise such a reiicontrc ; he 
had therefore ordered Saunders to get up as a Field- 
Marshal, or some such trifle, and what Saunders would 
have called incomparable vertical! ty w'as the ro^ult. 

The Painter was also in sight. 

Whilst he was coming up, Lord Ipsden wa{§ lec- 
turing Marshal Saunders on a point on which that 
worthy had always thought himself veiy superior tc 
lus master — ‘ Gentlemanly deportment.’ 

‘ Now, Saunders, mind and behave like a gentle- 
man, or we shall be found out.’ 

‘ I triist, my Lord, my conduct — * 

‘ What 1 mean is, you must not be so over-power- 
iugly gentleman-like, as you are apt to be ; no gen- 
tleman is so gentleman-like as all that ; it could not 
be borne, mff oquant; and a white handkcrcliief 
is unsoldicr-like — and nobody ties a white handker- 
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chief so well as that ; of all the viceSf perfection is the 
most intolerable.’ His Lordship then touched with 
Ills cane the Generalissimo ’s tic, whose countenance 
straightway fell, as though he had lost three suc- 
cessive battles. 

Gatty came up. 

They saluted. 

* AV^hcrc is your second, Sir ?’ said the Marechal. 

‘ My second ? ’ said Gatty. ‘ Ah ! I Ibrgot to 
^Yll]ce him — does it matter? ' 

‘ It is merely a custom,’ said Lord Ipsden, with a 
very slightly satirical manner. ‘ Savanadero,’ said 
lie, ‘ do us the honour to measure the ground, and 
‘ e of cfy body’s second.’ 

Bavanadcro measured the ground, and handed a 
pistol to each combatant, and struck an imposing 
attitude apart. 

‘Are you ready, gentlemen?’ said tliis Jack-o’- 
both-sldcs, 

‘ Yes ! ’ said both. 

Just as tlie signal was about to be given, an inter- 
ruption occurred. — ‘ I beg your pardon, Sir,’ said 
Lord Ipsden to his antagonist ; ‘ I am going to take 
a libdTty — a great liberty with you, but I think you 
'vvill find your pistol is only at half-cock.’ 

‘ Thank you, my Lord; what am I to do with the 
thing?* 
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‘ Draw hack the cock so, and be ready to fire ? * 
"So?’ Bmg!^ 

He had touched the trigger as well as the cock, 
so off went the barker; and after a considerable 
pause the Field-Marshal sprang yelling into the air. 

‘ Hallo ! ’ cried Mr. Gatty. 

" Ah ! oh 1 Fm a dead man/ whined the General. 

* Nonsense ! ’ said ipsden, alter a moment of 
anxiety. " Give yourself' no concern, Sir,’ said lie, 
soothingly, to hla antagonist — ‘ A mere accident. — 
Mardchal, reload Mr. Gatty ’s pistil’ 

‘ Slxcuse me, my Lord — ’ 

‘ Load his pistol directly,’ said his Lordship^ 
sternly ; " and behave like a gentleman.’ ^ * 

‘ My Lord ! my Lord ! but where shall I stand to 
be safe ? 

" Behind me ! ’ 

The Commander of Division advanced reluctantly 
for Gatty’s pistol. 

" No, my Lord ! ’ said GattyJ < it is plain I am 
not a fit antagonist ; I shall but expose myself — and 
my mother lias separated us; I have lost her — if 
you do not win her, some worse man may ; but oh 
if' you are a man use her tenderly/ 

‘Whom?’ 

‘ Christie Johnstone ! Oh, Sir, do not malce her 
Tcgi*ct me too much! She was my treasure, my 
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consolation, — she was to be my wife, she would have 
cheered the road of life — ^it is a deSert now. I loved 
her— I— I—’ 

Here the poor fellow choked. 

Lord ipsden turned round, and threw his pistol to 
Saunders, saying, * Catch that, Saunders.' 

Saunders, on the contrary, by a single motion 
changed his person from a vertical straight line to a 
horizontal line, exactly parallel wltli the earth’s sur- 
liiee, and the weapon sang innoxious over him. 

His Lordship then, with a noble defiance of eti- 
quette, walked up to his antagonist and gave him his 
luind, with a motion no one could resist; — for he 
lelt for the poor fellow. 

‘ It is all a mistake,' said he. ‘ There is no senti- 
men} between La Johnstone and me but mutual 
esteem. 1 will explain the whole thing ; I admire 
ier for her virtue, her wit, her inncxjencc, her good- 
ness, and all that sort of thing ; and she — what she 
secs in mCy 1 am sure I don’t know,’ added he, 
slightly shrugging his aristocratic shoulders. ‘Do 
me the honour to breakfast with me at Newhaven.’ 

‘ I liavc ordered twelve sorts of fish at the “ Pea 
cock,” my Lord,’ said Saunders. 

. ‘ Divine I (I hate fish) I told Saunders all would 
be hungry and none shot ; by-the-by, you are wingea 
I think you said, Saunders ? ' 
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* No, my Lord ! but look at my trousers/ 

The bullet had'cut his pantaloons. ^ 

*I see — only bijrkcd; so go and see about our 
breakfast.* 

* Yes, my Lord* {faintly). 

‘ And draw on me for fifty pounds worth of — ^new 
trousers.* 

‘ Yes, my Lord * {miormtdjj). 

The duellists separated, Gutty taking tlie short 
cut to Ncwliavcn ; he proposed to take liis favourite 
swim there, to refresh himself before breakfast ; and 
he went from his Lordship a little cheered by re- 
marks wliich foil from him, and which, though 
vague, sounded friendly ; — poor fellow, except when 
he had brush in hand ho was a dreamer. 

This Viscount, who did not seem to trouble his 
head about class dignity, was to convert his mother 
from her aristocratic tendencies, or something. 

Que sais-Je ? what will not a dreamer hope ? 

Lor*3nfpsden strolled along the sands, and judge 
his surprise, when, attended by two footmen, lie 
met at that "time in the morning, Lady Barbara 
Sinclair. 

Lord Tpsden had been so disheartened and piqued 
by this lady’s conduct, that for a whole week lie had 
not been near her : this line of behaviour sometimes 


answers. 


V 
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She met him with a ^and display of cordiality. 

She inqukcd, ‘ Whether he had heard of a most 
gallant action, that, coupled with another circum-' 
stance (Iwre sJie amilcd) had in part, reconciled her 
to the age we live in ? ’ 

He asked for further particulars. 

She then informed him 'that a ship had been 
ashore on the rocks, that no fisherman dared ven- 
ture out, that a young gentleman had given them 
his whole fortune, and so bribed them to accompany 
him ; that he had saved the ship and the men’s 
lives, paid away his fortune, and lighted an odious 
cigar, and gone home, never minding, amidst the 
blessings and acclamations of a maritime popu- 
Tation.’ » 

^ A beautiful story she told him ; so beautiful, in 
fact, that until she had discoursed ten minutes, he 
hardly recognised his own feat; but when he did. 
he blushed inside as well as out with pleasure. Oh ! 
music of music — praise from eloquent lips, and those 
lips, the lips \Ve love. 

The next moment he felt ashamed ; ashamed that 
Lady Barbara should praise him beyShd his merits, 
as he conceived. 

He made a faint hypocritical endeavour to mode- 
rate her eulogium ; this gave matters an unexpected 
turn. Lady Barbara’s eyes flashed defiance. 
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^ I say it was a noble acticiii, that one nuraed in 
effeminacy (as you^ all are), should tea^r the hardy 
seamen to mock at peril — noble fellow ! ^ 

‘ He did a man’s duty, Barbant.’ 

‘ Ipsden, take c^e, you will make me hate you, if 
you detract from a deed you cannot emulate. This 
gentleman risked his own life to save others — he is 
a hero ! I should know' him by his face the moment 
I saw him. Oh that I were such a man, or knew 
where to find such a creature ! * 

Tlie water came into Lord Ipsden’e eyes ; he did 
not know what to say or do ; he turned away his 
head. 

Lady Barbara was surprised ; her conscience 
smote^her. 

‘ Oh, dear,’ said she, ‘ there nowr, I have given 
you pain — forgive me ; we can’t all be heroes ; dear 
Ipsden, don’t think i despise you now as 1 used. 
Oil, no ! I have heard of your goodness to the poor, 
and I have more exj)ericiicc now. There is nobody 
1 esteem more than you, Eichard, you need not 
look so.’ 

‘ Thank you, dearest Barbara.’ 

‘ Yes, and if you were to be such a goose os to 
write me another letter proposing absurdities to 


‘ Would the answer be differenT ? 
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* Very different,’ 

* Oh, Baarb&ra, would you accept ? ’ 

‘Why, of course not — bul^ I would refuse 
civilly 1 ’ 

‘Ahl’ 

‘ There, don’t sigh ; I liate a sigliing inan. I’ll 
tell you something that 1 know will make you laugh/ 
Slie then smiled saucily in his face, and said, ‘ Do 
you remember Mr. ’ 

IJeffrontee ! this wtis the earnest man. 

But Tpsden was a match for her this time. 

‘ I think I do,’ said he ; ‘a gentleman who wants to 
make Jolm Bull little again into Jolin Calf; but it* I 
won’t do.’ 

Ifer Ladyship laughed. ‘ Why did you not tell 
us tjiat on Incli Coombe ? ’ 

‘ Because I had not read “The Catspaw ” then,’ 

‘ “ The Catspaw ? ” Ah I I thought it could not 
be you. Wliose is It ? ’ 

‘Mr. Jerrold’s.’ 

‘ Then Mr. Jcrrold is cleverer than you/ 

‘ It is possible.’ 

‘ It is certain ! W^ell, Mr. Jerrold and Lc^rJ 
Jpsden, you will both be glad to hear that it was, 
in point of fact, a bull tliat confuted the advocate of 
the Middle Ages ; we were walking ; he was telling 
me manhood was extinct except in a few earnest 
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men who lived upon the past, its associations, its 
truth ; when a hSrrid bull gave— ob^such a bel- 
low ! and came trotting up. I screamed and ran — - 
I remember nothing but arriving at the stile, and lo, 
on the other side, offering me his arm with ernpresse- 
mef)%t across the wooden barrier was — ■ ’ 

‘Well?’ 

‘ Well ! don’t you see ? ’ 

‘ No — oh — ^yes, I see ! — fancy — ah ! Shall I tell 
you how he came to get first over ? He ran more 
earnestly than you.’ 

‘ It is not Mr. Jerrold this time, I presume,’ said 
“her satirical Ladyship. . 

‘ No ! you cannot always have liim. I venture to 
predict your Ladyship on your return home gave 
this mediaeval personage his congej , • 

‘No!’ 

‘No?’ 

‘ I gave it him at the stile ! Let us be serious, if 
you please j I liavc a confidence to make you, Ips- 
den. Frankly, I owe you some apology for my 
conduct of late; I meant to be reserved — I have 
been rude, — but you shall judge me. A year ago 
you made me some proposals ; I rejected them 
because, though I like you * 

‘ You like me ? ’ 

* I detest your character. Since then, my West 
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India estate has been turned into specie ; that specie, 
the bulk of Vny fortune, placed 'on board a vessel ; 
that vessel lost, at least we thjnk so — she has not 
been heard of’ 

‘ My dear cousin/ 

‘ Do you comprehend that now 1 am cooler than 
ever to all young gentlemen who liave large incomes, 
and ’ (holding out her hand like an angel), ‘ I rpust 
trouble you to forgive me.’ 

lie kissed her lovely hand. 

' I esteem you more and more,’ said he. 

‘ You ought, for it has been a hard struggle to me 
not to adore you, bccause^you are so improved, mm 
cousin} 

‘ Is it possible ? In what respect ? ’ 

, ‘ You arc browner and charitabler; and I should 
have been very kind to you — mawkisj^ly kind I 
fear, my sweet cousin, if this wretched money had 
not gone down in the “ Tisbe.” ’ 

‘ Hallo ! ’ cried the Viscount. 

‘ Ah ! ’ squealted Lady Barbara, unused to such 
interjections. 

‘ Gone down in what ? ’ said I psden in a loud voice. 

‘Don’t bellow in people’s cars. Tlic “Tisbe,” 
stupid,’ cried she, screaming at the top of her voice. 

‘ Hi turn, ti turn, ti turn, turn, turn, tiddy, iddy/ 
went Lord IpsdeiyjjMyic wliistlcd a polka. 
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Lady Barbara iimpecting him gravely). ‘ I have 
heard it at a dist^ce, but I never saw^ how it wiis 
done before. It u vt^ry^ very pretty ! ! ! ! ’ 

Ipsden. ‘ Polkez-vomj Madame f ’ 

Lady Barb, ^ Si^ je peVee^ Monsieur le Vicomte* 
They polked for a second or two. 

‘ Well, I dare say I ain wrong,’ cried Tjudy Bar- 
bara, ‘ but I like you better now you are a cl<Avn- 
right — ahem ! — than when you were only an insipid 
non-intellectual — you are greatly improved.’ 

Ips. ‘ In wliat respects ? ’ 

Lady Barb. ‘ Did I not tell jrou ? browner and 
more impudent ; but teU me,’ said she, resuming her 
sly satirical tone, ^ how is it that you, who used 
be the pink of courtesy, dance and sing over the 
wreck of my fortunes ? * • 

^ Because they are not wrecked.’ 

* I thought 1 told you my specie is gone down in 
the Tisbe.” ’ 

Ipsdm. ‘ But the “ Tisbe” lias not gone down,’ 
Lady Barb. ‘ 1 tell you it is.’ 

Ipsden. * I assure you it is not/ 

Lady Barb. ‘ It is not ? ’ 

Ipsden. * Barbara ! I am too happy, I begin to 
nourish such sweet hopes once more ; oh, I could 
fall on my knees and bless you for something you 
said just now.’ 
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Lady Barbara blushed to the temples. 

* Then why don*t you ? * said She. ^ All you want 
is a little enthusiasm.^ Then recovering herself, she 
said — 

< You kneel on wet sand, with black trousers on ; 
that will never bell!’ 

These two were so occupied that they did not 
observe the approach of a stranger until he broke in 
upon their dialogue. 

An Ancient Mariner had been for some minutes 
stonding off and on, reconnoitring Lord Ipsden; 
lie now bore dowp, and with great rough, roaring 
cordiality, that made Xj&dy Barbara start, cried 

out — 

‘ Give me your hand, Sir — give me your hand, if 
you were twice a lord. 

‘ I couldn’t speak to you till the brig was saie 
in port, and you slipped away, but I’ve brought 
you up at last ; and — give me your hand again, Sir. 
1 say, isn’t it a pity you are a lord instead of a 
sailor ? ’ 

Ipsden. ‘ But I am a sailor,* 

Ancient Mariner. * That ye are, and as smart 
a one as ever tied a true-lovcr’s knot in the top ; but 
tell tlic truth, — ^you were never nearer losing the 
number of your mess than that day in the old 
‘‘Tisbe.”* 
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Lady Bark ‘ The old » Tisbc ! ” Oh!’ 

Jpsden. * Do you remember that nic^ little lurch 
she gave to leeward as we brought her round ? * 

Lady Barb, ‘ OJi, Richard ! ' 

Ancient Mariner, ‘ And that reel the old wench 
gave under our feet, north the pier-head. I 
wouldn’t have given a washing-tub for her at that 
juoment.* 

Ipsden, * Past danger becomes pleasure, Sir. 
Olim et hcee meminme — I beg your pardon, Sir.’ 

Ancient Mariner (taking off his hat, with feeling)^ 
‘ God bless yc, Sir, and send ye many happy days, 
and well spent, with the pretty lady I sec alongside ; 
asking your pardon, Miss, lor parting pleasanter 
company, — so Til sheer off.’ 

And away we7it the skipper of the “ Tisbe,''’ 
rolling fearfully. In the heat of' this reminis- 
cence, the skipper of the yacht (they are all alike, 
blue water once fairly tasted) had lost sight of 
Lady Barbara ; he now looked round.. Imagine his 
surprise ! 

Her ladyship was in tears. 

* Dear Barbara,’ said Lord Ipsden, ‘ do not distress 
yourself on my account.’ 

‘ It is not your fe-feclings I care about ; at least, 
I h-h-hope not ; but I liave been so unjust, and I 
prided myself so on my j-ju-iustice/ 
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* Never mind 1 ' 

‘Oh I if y^u don’t, I don’t. 1 bate myself, so it 
is no wonder you h-hate me.’ • 

‘ I love you more than ever.’ 

‘ Then you are a good soul ! Of course you know 
I always i-esteemed you, Eichard.’ 

‘ No ! I had an idea you despised me ! ’ 

‘ How silly you are ! Can’t you see ? When 1 
tliought you were not perfection, which you are 
now, it vexed me to death; you never saw me 
affront any one but you ? ’ 

‘ No, I never did ! What docs that prove ? ’ 

‘ That depends upon the wit of him that reasons 
thereon.’ (Coming to herself.) 

‘ I love you, Barbara ! Will you honour me with 
your hand ? ’ 

‘ No ! I am not so base, so selfish : you are 
worth a liundred of me, and here have I been 
treating you de haut en has. Pear Eichard, poor 
Eichard. Oh ! oh ! oh ! ’ (A perfect flood of tears.) 

‘ Barbara ! I regret nothing ; this moment pays 
for all.’ 

‘ Well -then, I will ! since you keep pressing me. 
There, let me go ; I must be alone ; I must tell the 
sea how unjust I was, and how happy I am, and 
when you see me again, you shall see the better sido 
of your cousin Barbara/ 
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She was peremptoi% ‘’She had her folly and 
his merits to think over/ she said; |»ut she pro- 
mised to pass through Newhaven, and he should 
put her into her pony-phaetoii, which would meet 
her there. 

Lady Barbara was only a fool by the excess of licr 
wit over her experience; and Lord Ipsden’s love 
was not misplaced, for she had a great heart which 
she hid from little people. I forgive her ! 

The resolutions she formed in company with the 
sea, liaving dismissed ipsden, and ordered her flunky 
into the horizon, will probably give our Viscount just 
half a century of conjugal bliss. 

As he was going, she stopped him and said, 
* Your friend had browner hands than I have 
hitherto conceived possibla To tdl the iruth^^ I 
took them lor the claws of a mahogany table when 
he grappled you, — is that the term ? C'est egal — I 
like him — ’ 

She stopped him again. ‘ Ipsden, in the midst of 
all this that poor man s ship is broken. I feel it is ! 
You will buy him another, if you really love me, — 
for I like him,’ 

And so these lovers parted for a time ; and Lord 
Ipsden with a bounding heart returned to Kew- 
haven. He went to entertain his late vis-a-vis at 
the ‘ Peacock.’ 
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Meantiine a shorter and less pleasant rencontre had 
taken place b&|)ween Leith and that village. 

Gatty felt he should meet his lost sweetheart; and 
sure enough, at a turn of the road Christie and Jean 
came suddenly upon him. 

Jean nodded, but dfe^stie took no notice of him » 
they passed him ; he turned and followed them, and 
said, 'Christie!* 

‘ What is your will wi' me? * said she, coldly. 

‘ I — I — How pale you are 1 * 

‘ I am no veiy week* 

‘ She has been watching over muckle wi* Flucker,* 
said Jean. , 

Christie thanked her with a look. 

« 

^ I hope it is not — not — * 

‘ ^Tae fears, lad,* said she, briskly ; ‘ I dinna think 
that muckle o’ ye.’ 

* And I think of nothing but you,* said he. 

A deep flush crimsoned the young woman’s brow, 
but she restrained herself, and said icily, ‘ Thaat’s 
very gude o’ ye, iCm sure/ 

Gatty felt all the contempt her manners and words 
expressed. He bit his lips : the tear started to his 
eye. ‘ You will forget me,* said he : ‘I do not 
deserve to be remembered, but I shall never forget 
you. I leave for England : I leave Newhaven 
for ever, where I have been so happy. I am 
I Q 
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going at tbtee o'clock by the steam-boat: won’t 
you bid me good-ly ? * he approached^her timidly. 

* Ay 1 that wull do,* cried she ; ‘ G ude be wi* ye, 
lad ; I wish ye nae ill.’ She gave a commanding 
gesture of dismissal ; he turned away, and went 
sadly from her. 

She watched every motion when liis back was 
turned. 

‘ That is you, Christie,’ said Jean ; ‘ use the lads 
like dirt, an’ they think a’ the mair o’ ye.’ 

‘ Oh, Jean, my hairt’a broken. I’m just dccing 
for him.’ 

* Let me speak till him^then,’ said J ean ; ‘ I’ll sane 
bring him till liis marrow-bancs;’ and she took a 
hasty step to follow him. 

Christie held her fast. ‘I’d dee ere I’d give 
in till them. Oh, Jean ! I’m a lassy clean flung 
awa ; he has neither hairt nor spunk ava, yon lad ! ’ 

Jean began to make excuses for him : Christie 
inveighed against him : Jean spokp up for him with 
more earnestness, 

Now observe, Jean despised the poor boy. 

Christie adored him. 

So Jean spoke for him, because women of every 
degree are often one solid mass of tact ; and Christie 
abused him, because she wanted to hear him de- 
fended; 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

Richard, Lord Viscount Ipsden, having dotted 
the sea-shore with sentinels, to tell him of Lady 
Barbara’s approach, awaited his guest in the ‘ Pea- 
cock ; ’ but as Gatty was a little behind time, he 
placed Saunders sentinel* over the * Peacock,’ and 
strolled eastwai'd ; as he came out of the ‘ Peacock,’ 
Mrs. Gatty came down the little hill in front, and 
iilsb proceeded eastward; meantime Lady Barbara 
and her escort were not far from the New To^vn of 
Newhaven, on their way from Leith. 

Mrs. Gatty came down, merely with a vague fear. 
She had no reason to suppose her son’s alliance 
with Christie either would or could be renewed, but 
she was a careful player and would not give a chance 
away ; she found he was gone out unusually early, 
so she came straight to the only place she dreaded ; 
it was her son’s last day in Scotland. She had 
packed his clothes, and he had inspired her with 
confidence by arranging pictures, &c., himself ; sho 
' Q 2 
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had no idea he packing &r his departure irozn 
this Ufe, not Edinburgh only. o 

She came then to«Newhaven with no serious mis- 
givings, for even if* her son had again vacillated, she 
saw that with Christie s pride and her own firmness, 
the game must be hers in the end ; but as I said 
before, she was one who played her cards closely, 
and such seldom lose, 

Eult my story is with the two young fishwives, 
who, on their return iroin Leith, found themselves 
at the foot of the New Town, Newhaven, some 
minutes before any of the other persons who, it is to 
be observed, were approaching it fiom different points; 
they came slowly in, Christie in particular, with^a 
listlessness she had never known till this last week ; 
for some days her strength had failed her — it was 
Jean that carried the creel now — ^before, Christie, in 
the pride of her strength, would always do more 
tlian her share of their joint labour : then she could 
hardly be forced to cat^ and what she did eat was 
quite tasteless to her, and sleep left her, and in its 
stead came imeasy slumbers, from wdiich she awoke 
quivering from head to foot 

Oh I perilous venture of those who love one object 
with the whole heart. 

This great but tender heart was breaking day by 
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Well, Christie and Jean stxollmg slowly into the 
New Town* of Newhaven, found an assembla^ of 
the natives all looking seaward; the fishennen, 
except Sandy Liston, were away at the herring- 
lishery, but all the boys and women of the New 
Town were collected; the girls felt a momentary 
curiosity ; it proved, however, to be only an indi- 
vidual swimming in towards shore from a greater 
distance than usual. 

A little matter excites curiosity in such places. 

The man’s head looked like a spot of ink. 

Sandy Liston was minding his own business lazily 
mending a skait-net, whicli he had attached to a 
crazy old herring-boat hauled up to rot. 

Christie sut down, pale and languid, by him, on a 
cKicplc that a lass who had been baiting a line wdlli 
mussels liad just vacatwl ; suddenly slie seized Jean’s 
arm with a convulsive motion; Jean looked up — it 
was the London steam-boat running out from Leith 
to Granton Pier to take up her passengers for 
London. Charles Gatty was going by that boat; 
the look of mute despair the poor girl gave went to 
Jean’s heart — she ran hastily from’ the group, and 
cried out of sight for poor Christie. 

A fishwife looking through a telescope at the 
swimmer, remarked, ‘He’s coming in fa«t; he’s a 

gallant swimmer yon — * 

$ 
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‘ Gan lie dee*t ? ’ inquired Christie of Sandy 
Liston, ^ 

‘ Fine tliaat,’ was* the reply, ‘ he docs it aye o’ 
Sundays when yc are at tlic kirk.’ 

* It’s no oot o’ the kirk-window ye’ll hae seen 
him, Sandy, my inon,’ said a young fishwife. 

‘ Kill lor my glass ony way, Flucker,’ said 
Christie, forcing herself to taftc some little inte- 
rest. ’ 

Fluckcr brought it to her, she put her hand on 
his shoulder, got slowly up, and stood on the creepio, 
and adjusted the focus of her glass; after a short 
view she said to Flucker-r 

‘ Lin and sec the nock.’ She then levelled licr 

« 

glass again at the swimmer. 

Flucker informed her the nock said ‘ half clevon ’ 
— Scotch for * half-past ten.’ 

Christie whipped out a well-thumbed almanack. 

‘ Yon nock's aye aliint,’ said she. She swept the 
sea once more with i;cr glass, then brought it to- 
gether with a click, and jumped off the stool : her 
quick intelligence viewed the matter differently 
Irom all the others. 

‘ Noow,’ cried she, smartly, ‘ wha’ll lend me his 
yawl?^ 

* Hets I dlnna be sae interferin, lassie/ said a 
fishwife. 
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‘ Hae ime o’ ye ony Rpuuk ? ’ said Clirlsde, 
taking no notice of the woman. * ‘ Speak, laddies ! ’ 

‘ M’nncle s yawl is at the pier-head ; ye’ll get her, 
my woman,’ said a1x)y. 

‘ A schelln for wha s first on board,’ said Christie, 
liolding up the coin. 

‘ Come awa, Fluckcr, well hae her schcll’n,’ and 
these two worthle3i> instantly effected a false start. 

* It's no imdcr your jackets/ said Christie, as she 
dashed after them like the wind. 

‘ Haw ! haw I haw ! ’ laughed Sandy. 

‘ What’s her business picking up a mon against 
his will ? ’ said a woman. 

She’s an awfu’ lassie,’ whined another. 

The examination of the swimmer was then con- 
tinued, and the crowd increased ; some would have 
it he was rapidly approaching, others that he made 
little or no way. 

‘ Wha est?’ said another. 

‘ It’s a lummy,’ said a girl. 

‘ Na ! it’s no a lummy,’ said another. 

Cliristie’s boat was now seen standing out fk)m 
the pier. Sandy Liston, casting a contemptuous 
look on all the rest, lifted himself lazily into the 
herring-boat and looked seaward. His manner 
changed in a moment. 

The deevil ! ’ cried he ; ‘ the tide’s turned ! You 

f 
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yrV your glass, could you no s*ae /on man’s drifting 
oottosea?’ ^ ^ 

* Hech I ’ cried the women, ‘ he’ll be diooned— 
he’ll be drooned I * 

* Yes; he’ll be drooned 1’ cried Sandy, ‘if yon 
lassie does na come alongside him deevelicli quick— 
he’s sair spent I doot.’ 

Two spectators were now added to the scene, 
Mrs. Gatty and Lord Ipsden. Mrs. Gatty inquired 
what was the matter. 

‘ It’s a mon drooning,’ was the reply. 

The poor fallow, whom Sandy, by aid of his glass, 
now discovered to be in a. worn-out condition, wiis 
about half a mile east of Kewhaven pier-head, ^arul 
unforttmately the wind was nearly due east. Christie 
was standing north-north-east, her boat-hook jammed 
against the sail, which stood as flat as a knife. 

The natives of the Old Town were now seen 
pouring down to the jner and the beach, and 
strangers were collecting like bees. 

K ‘ After wit is eveiybody’s wit ! ! ! ^ — Old Proverb, 

The aflair was in the Johnstone’s hands. 

‘ That boat is not going to the poor man,’ said 
Mrs, Gatty, ‘ it is turning its back upon him,’ 

‘ She canna lie in the wind’s eye, for as clever as 
she is,’ answered a fishwife. 

‘ I ken wha it is,’ suddenly squeaked a little fish- 

V 
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wife ; * it’s Christie Jphnstoiie’s lad ; it’s yon dafi 
painter fr I^gland, Hechl’ cried she, suddenly, 
observing Mrs. Gatty, ‘ it’s you» son, woman,' 

The unfortunate woman gave a fearful scream, 
and flying like a tiger on Liston, commanded him 
‘ to go straight out to sea, and save her son.' 

Jeim Carnie seized her arm, * Div ye see yon 
boat ? ’ cried she ; ‘ and div ye mind Christie, the 
lass wha’s hairt ye hae broken ? a weel, wonflan,— 
it's just a race between deeth and Girsty Johmtone 
for your sonj 

The poor old woman swooned dead away; they 
carried her into Christie Johnstone’s house, and laid 
her down, then hurried back — the greater terror 
absorbed the less. 

Lady Barbara Sinclair was there from Leith, and 
seeing Lord Ipsden standing in the boat with a 
fisherman, she asked him to tell her what it was ; 
neither he nor any one answered her. 

‘ Why doesn't she come about, Liston ? ' cried 
Lord Ipsden, stamping with anxiety and im- 
patience. 

‘ She’ll no be lang,’ said Sandy ; * but they 11 
mak a mess o’t wi’ ne'er a man i’ the boat.' 

‘ Ye’re sure o' thaat? ' put in a woman. 

‘ Ay, about she comes,' said Liston, as the sail 
came down on the first tack. He was mistaken; 
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tlicy dipped the lug as cleverly as any man in tlie 
town could. 

‘ Ilech! look at Jicr liaiding on the rope like a 
mon,’ erleJ a woman. The sail flew up on the other 
tack. 

‘ Slie’s an awfii’ lassie/ whined another. 

‘ He s awa/ groaned Liston, ‘ he’s d(X)n ! ’ 

^ No ! he’s up again/ cried Lord Ipsden ; ‘ but 
I fear he can’t live tUl the boat comes to him/ 

The fisherman and the viscount held on by each 
other. 

‘ He does na see her, or maybe he’d tak hiiirt.’ 

* I’d give ten thousand pounds if only he could 
see her. My God, the man will be drowned jundcr 
our eyes. — If he but saw her ! ! ! ’ 

The words had hardly left Lord Ipsden’s lips, 
when the sound of a woman’s voice came like an 
^oliun note across the water. 

‘Hurraih!’ roared l isten, and every creature 
Joined the cheer. 

‘ Slic’d no let iiim dee. Ah ! slie’s in the bows, 
hailing him an’ waving the lad’s bonnet ower hc'r 
head to gle liim coorngc. Gude bless ye, lass; 
Gude bless ye ! ^ 

Christie knew it was no use hailing him against 
the wind, but the moment she got the wmd she 
darted into the Ixiws, and pitched in its highest key 
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^CT full and brilliant voice; after a inoinciit of sus- 
pense she received proof that she must be heard by 
him, for on tlie pier now hu»g men and women, 
clustered like bees, breathless with anxiety, and the 
moment after she hailed the drowning man, elie saw 
and licard a wild yell of applause burst from the 
j}i(‘r, and the pier was more distant tlian the man. 
She snatched riucker’s cap, planted lier foot .^n the 
gunwale, held on by a rope, hailed the poor* fellow 
again, and waved the cap round and round her head, 
to give him courage ; and in a moment, at the sight 
oi‘ tills, thousands of voices thundered back their 
cheers to her across the winter. Bloiv, wind, — spring, 
boat, — and you, Christie, still ring life towards those 
despairing cars, and wave hope to those sinking eyes 
clioer the boat on, you tliousauds that look upon this 
action: Hurrah ! from the pier: Hurrah! from the 
town: Hurrah ! from the shore : Hurrah! now, from 
the very ships in the roads ; whose crews arc swarm- 
ing on the yards to look ; five minutes ago they 
laughed at you ; three thousand eyes and hearts 
hang upon you now ; ay, these arc the moments we 
live for ! 

And now dead silence. The boat is within fifty- 
yards, they arc all three consulting together round 
the mast : an error now is death ; his forehead only 

seems above water. 

f 
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* If they miss hiih <4i that tack?* said l-iord 

Ipsden, significantly, to Liston. ^ 

* He’ll never see, London Brigg a^in/ was tlie 
whispered reply. 

They carried on till all on shore tliought they 
would run over him, or past him ; but no, at ten 
yards distant they were all at the sail, and had it 
down like liglitning; and then Flucker sprang to tlie 
bows, .the other boy to the helm. 

Unfortunately, there were but two Johns tones in 
the boat ; and this boy, in his huny, actually put 
the helm to port, instead of to starboard. Christie, 
who stood amidships, saw^thc error ; she sprang aft, 
flung the boy from the helm, luid jammed it 
starboard with her foot. The boat answered the 
helm, but too late for Fiuckcr ; the man was four 
yards from him as the boat drifted by. ’ 

^ He’s a deed inon ! ’ cried LisUm, on shore. 

The boat’s length gave one more little cliance ; 
the after-part must drift nearer liim — thanks to 
Christie. Flucker flew aft; flung" himself on his 
back, and seized his sister’s petticoats. 

‘ Fling yourself ower the gunwale,’ screamed he. 
‘ Ye’ll no hurt ; I*se baud ye,’ 

She flung herself boldly over the gunwale ; the 
man was sinking, her nails touched his hair, her 
fingers entangled themselves in it, she gave him a 
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powerful wrench and .brought him alongside ; the 
boys pinned him like wild cats. 

Christie darted away forward to the mast, passed 
a rope round it, threw it the boys^ in a moment it 
was imder his shoulders. Christie hauled on it from 
the fore thwart, the boys lifted him, and they tum- 
bled him, gasping and gurgling like a dying salmon, 
into the bottom of the boat, and flung net,^ and 
jackets, and sail over him, to l^eep the life in him. 

Ah 1 draw your breath all hands at sea and ashore, 
and don’t try it again, young gentleman, for tliere 
was nothing to spare : when you were missed at the 
bow two stout hearts quivered for you ; Lord Ipsden 
hid lus face in his two hands, Sandy Liston gave a 
groan, and when you were grabbed astern, jumped 
out of his boat, and cried — 

‘ A jill o’ whiskey for ony favour, for it’s turned 
me as seeck as a doeg.’ He added, ‘He may bless 
yon lassie s fowr banes, for she’s taen him oot o’ 
death’s maw, as sure as Gude’s in heaven ! * 

Lady Barbara who had all her life been longing to 
see perilous adventures, prayed, and trembled, and 
cried most piteously ; and Ix)rd Ipsden’s back was 
to her, and he paid no attention to her voice ; but 
when the battle was won and Lord Ipsden turned 
and saw her, she clung to his arm and dried her 
tears ; and then the Old T^nvn cheered the boat, and 
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the New Town cheered the boat, and the towns 
cheered each other ; and the Johnston^, lad and lass, 
set their sail, and *swept back in triumph to the 
pier; so then Lady Barbara’s blood mounted and 
tingled in her veins like fire. * Oh, how noble ! * 
cried she. 

‘Yes, dearest,’ said Ipsdcn. ‘You have seen 
something great done at last; and by a woman, 
too!’“ 

‘Yes,’ said Barbara, ‘how beautiful! oh! how 
beautiful it all is ; only the next one I see I should 
like the danger to be over first, that is all.’ 

The boys and Christie?, the moment they had 
saved Gatty, up sail again for Newhaven: »they 
landed in about three minutes at tlie pier. 

Time. 

From Kewhaven town to pier on foot 1 m. SO sec. 
First tack .. .. .. f) SO 

Second tack, and getting him on board 4 00 

Back to tliC pier, going iree .. .3 30 

Total .. ' 14 30 

They came in to the pier, Christie sitting quietly 
on the thwart after her work, the boy steering, and 
Flucker standing against the mast, hands in liLs 
pockets ; the deportment this young gentleman 
thought fit to assume on tins occasion was ‘ complete 
apatliy ; ’ he came into port with the air of one 
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Dringing home the 9r(!inaiy results of his day s 
fisliing; this was, I suppose, to impress the spectators 
with the notion that saving li^es was an every-day 
affair with La Famille Johnstone; as for Gatty, he 
came to himself under his heap of nets and jackets, 
iind spoke once between Death’s jaw and the pier. 

‘ Beautiful ! ’ murmured he, and was silent. The 
meaning of this observation never transpired^ and 
never will in this world. Six months afterwaids, 
being subjected to a searching interrogatory, he 
slated that he had alluded to the majesty and free- 
dom of a certain po%e Christie had adopted whilst 
hailing him from the boat; but, reader, if he had 
wanted you and me to believe it was tliis, he should 
not have been half a year finding it out — increduU 
odimua! They landed, and Christie sprang on 
shore ; whilst she was wending her way through tlac 
crowd, impeded by greetings and acclamations,, with 
every now and then a lass waving her kerchief or 
a lad his bonnet over the heroine’s head, poor Mrs. 
Gatty was receiving the attention of the New Town ; 
they brought her to, they told lier the good news — 
she thanked God. 

The whole story had spread like wildfire ; they 
expostulated with her, they told her, now was 
time to show slie had a heart, and bicss tlxe yoitog 
people^ V ' 
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She lewarded them Vith a valuable precept, 

* Mind your owT)usiness 1 ' said she. 

* Hech I y^ are a wife ! ^ cried Kewhaven. 

The dour wife bent her eyes 6n die ground. 

The people were still collected at the foot of the 

Street, but they were now in knots, when in dashed 
Flucker, arriving by a short cut, and crying, * She 
does na ken, she does na ken, she was ower moedest 
to look, I daur say, and ye’ll no tell her, for he’s a 
blackguard, an’ he’s just making a fule o’ the puir 
lass, and if she kens what she has done for him, 
she’ll be fonder o’ him than a coow o’ her cauf.’ 

‘ Oh, Flucker ! we maun tell lier, its her lad. her 
aln lad, she saved,’ expostulated a woman. 

^ Did ever my fey thcr do a good turn till ye ? * 
cried Flucker. ‘ Aweel then, ye’ll no tell the lassy, 
she’s weel as she is ; he’s gaun t* Enngland the day. 
1 cannie gle ye a’ a hidin/ said he, witli an eye that 
flashed volumes of good intention, on a hundred and 
fifty people ; ‘ but I am fcytherlcss and motherless, 
an’ I can la on my knees an’ cur^e ye a’ if ye do 
us sic an ill turn, an’ then ye’ll see whether ye’ll 
thrive.’ 

* We’ll no tell, Flucker, ye need na currse us ony 
way/ 

His Lordship, with all the sharp authority of a 
skipper, ordered Master Flucker to the pier, with a 
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message to the yacht | Flucker ^uu yachtsman 
a machine, and went as a matter of* course. * I am 
determined to tell her,* said Iiord Ipsden to Lady 
Barbara. 

* But/ remonstrated Lady Barbara, ‘the poor buy 
says he will curse us if we do.* 

‘ He won't curse me.’ 

* How do you know that ? ’ 

* Because the little blackgt^ard s grog would be 
stopped on board the yacht if he did.’ 

Flucker liad not been gone many minutes before 
loud cheering was heard, and Christie Johnstone 
appeared convoyed by a large detacliment of the Old 
Town ; she had tried to slip away but they would 
not let her. They convoyed her in triumph till 
they saw the New Town people, and then they 
turned and left her. 

8hc came in amongst tlie groups, a changed wo- 
man — her pallor and her listlessncss were gone — the 
old light was in her eye, and the bright colour in 
her check, and she seemed hardly to touch the earth. 

‘ 1 m just droukit, lasses/ cried she, gaily, wringing 
her sleeve. Every eye was upon her ; did she know, 
or did she not know, what she had done ? 

Lord Ipsden stepped forward ; the people tacitly 
accepted him as the vehicle of their curiosity. 

‘ lYlio was it, Christie ? ’ 
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. * I dinna ken, my pairt‘1 * 

Mrs. Gatty came out of the house. 

‘A handsome yc^uug fellow, I hope, Christie?* 
resumed Lord Ipsden. ^ 

* Ye maun ask Flucker,’ was the reply. ‘ I a>uld 
no tak rnuckle notice, ye ken,* putting her hand 
before her eye, and half smiling. 

‘ Well ! I hear he is very good looking ; and I 
hear you think so, tog.* 

She glided to him, and looked in his iaov. He 
gave a meaning smile. The poor girl loohcfil 
quite perplexed. Suddenly she gave a violent 
start. 

* Christie ! where is Christie ? ’ liad cried a*wcll- 
known voice. He had learned on the pier who had 
saved him^ — ^he had slipped up among the boat? to 
find her — he could not find his hat — he could not 
wait for it — his dripping liair showed w^hcrc he had 
been — it was her love, whom she liud just saved out 
of death’s very jaws 

She gave a cry of love, that went tlirough every 
heart, high or low, young or old, that heard it. And 
she went to him, through the air it seemed ; but 
quick as she was, another was as quick ; the mother 
liad seen him first, and she was there. Christie saw 
notliing. With another cry, the very key-note of 
her great and loving heart, she flung her arms 
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round Mrs, Galty, who vks on the same enand 

as herself. & 

‘ Hearts are not steel, and stepl is bent ; 

Hearts are not flint, and flint is rent.’ 

The old woman felt Christie touch her. She 

turned from hex son in a moment, and wqpt upon 

her neck. Her lover took her hand and Hssed it, 

♦ 

and pressed it to his bosooi, and tried to speak to 
her ; but all he could do, was to sob and clioke— ^and 
kiss her hand again. 

‘ My daughter ! * sobbed the old woman. 

At that word Cliristte clasped her quickly ; and 
tlicn Christie began to cry. 

* I am not a stone/ cried Mrs. Gatty. * I gave 
him life ; but you havo saved him from death. Oh ! 
Charles ; never make her repent what she has done 
for you.’ 

She was a woman after all; and prudence and 
prejudice mcked like snow before her heart 

There were not many dry <‘ycs — least of all the 
heroic Lady Barbara’s. 

The tluee whom a moment had made one, were 
becoming calmer, and taking one another’s hands 
for life, when a diabolical soimd arose — ^and what 
was it, but Sandy Liston, who, after furious resist- 
ance, was blubbering with explosive but short-lived 

11 2 
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Tiofence. Having <k)ne it, he. was the first to draw 
everybody’s attention to the phenomenon:; and ofiect- 
ing to consider it a purely physical attack, like a 
cmp de soleUy or so on, he proceeded instantly to 
Drysel's lor his panacea. 

Lady Barbai’a enjoined Lord Ipsden to watch 
these people, and not to lose a word they said ; and 
after she had insisted upon kissing Christie, she 
went off to her caniage. And she, too, was so 
happy, she cried three distinct times on her way to 
Edinburgh. 

Lord Ipsden having reminded Gatty of his en- 
gagement, begged him to add his mother and Christie 
to the party, and escorted Lady Barbara to W 
phaeton. 

So then the people dispersed by degrees. 

‘ That old lady’s face seems familiar to me,’ said 
Lord Ipsden, as he stood on the little natural plat- 
form by the ^ Peacock/ ‘ Do you know wlio she is, 
Saunders?’ 

* It is Peggy, that was cook in your Lordship s 
uncle’s time, my Lord She married a greengrocer,* 
added Saunders, with an injured air. 

* Hech 1 hfich I * cried Flucker, ‘ Christie has ta’cn 
up her head wi’ a cook’s son/ 

Mrs. Gatty was ushered into the ' Peacock,’ with 
civility, by Mr. Saunders. *No recognition 
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took plaoe^ each being ashamed of the oth^ as an 
acqtudntance, . • * 

The nex4 arrival was a beauta&l jwmg lady, in a 
black silk gown, la plain but duck-like plaid shawd, 
who proved to be Christie Johnstone, in her Sunday 
attire. 

When they met, Mrs. 6‘atty gave a little scream 
of joy, and said : ^ Oh ! my child ; if I had teen you 
in that dress, 1 should never have said, a word 
against you.’ 

* Pars minima eat ipsa puella sui t ' 

His Ijordship stepped up to her, took off his hat, 
and said: * Will Mrs.^Gatty take from me a com- 
mission for two pictures, as big as herself, and as 
bonny,* added he, doing a little Scotch. He handed 
her a checque ; and turning to Gatty, added, * at 
your convenience, Sir, him entendu* 

* Hech ! it’s for five hundred pund, Chairles/ 

^ Good gear gangs in little book,** said Jean. 

‘ Ay, does it,* replied Flucker, assuming the com- 
pliment. 

* My Lord ! * said the artist, * you treat art Hke a 
prince ; and she shall treat you like a queen. When 
the sun comes out again, I will work for you and 
fame. You shall have two things painted, every 


Bulk, 
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loyally in the auidlght. . In spite of gloomy 
wintfer and gloomier •London, I wiU try if 1 can’t 
liang nature and summer on your walfe for ever* 
As for me, you know I must go td Gerard Dow and 
Cuyp, and Pierre de Hoogli, when my little sand is 
run ; but my handwriting shall warm your children’s 
children’s hearts, Sir, when this hand is Just/ His 
eye turned inwards, he walked to and and his 
companions died out of his sight — ^he was in the 
kingdom of art. 

His Lordship and Jean entered the ‘Peacock,’ 
fcjllowed by Flucker, v/lio merely ling the 

door to moralize as follow's : 

‘Hech! hech! isna tlraat Jrunenlabic? Christie’s 
mon’s as daft as a drunk weaver/ 

But one stayed quietly behind, and assumed that, 
moment the office of her life, 

‘ Ay I ’ he burst out again, ‘ r€90urce8 of otir 
art are still unfathomed ! Pictures are yet to be 
painted that shall refresh meris inner soiils^ and 
help their hearts against the artificiccl world; and 
charm the fiend away^ liJce Pavid's harp! ! The 
worlds after centuries of lies^ will give nature and 
truth a trial. What a paradise art will be, when 
truths, instead of lies, shall be told on paper, m 
marble, an canvas, and on the boards / / / ’ 

‘ Dinner’s on the bourrd,’ imirmiired Cliristie, 
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alluding to Lord Ipsden’s bi;pak&st ; * and 1 hae tbe 
charge o’ ye,’ pulling his sleeve, hard enough to 
destroy the equilibrium of a flea. 

‘ Then don’t let us waste our time here. Oh, 
Christie I ’ 

‘ What est, my ladd}' ? ’ 

* I’m so preciously hungry P ! ! ’ 

* C-way* then ! ’ 

CjT they ran, i»and ir hand, sparks of beauty, 
love, and happiness flying all about them. 

^ TOe awav. 
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CHAPTER Xm 

* There is nothing but meeting anrl parting in tins 
world 1 ’ and you may te sure the incongruous per- 
sonages of our talc could not long be together. 
Their separate paths had met for an instant, in one 
focus, furnished then and there tlie matter of an 
eccentric story, and then diverged for ever. 

Our lives have a general current, and also an ' 
episode or two ; and the episodes of a coniinon-pla(X^ 
life are often rather startling; in like manner, this 
tale is noi a specimen, but an episode of Lord 
Ipsden and Lady Barbara, who soon after this 
married and lived like the rest of tlic beau memde. 
In so doing, they passed out of my hands ; such as 
wish to know how Viscounts and Viscountesses 
feed, and sleep, and do the domestic (so called), and 
the social (so called), are referred to the fashionable 
novel. To Mr. Saunders, for ini^tance, whd has in 
the press one* of those cerb erus-Ievi athans of fiction, 
so common now ; incredible as folio to future ages. 
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Saunders will take jrou byjthe hand, and lead you 
over carpets two inches thick-bunder rosy curfaina 
— to dinner-tables. He will ffite you, and opera^ 
you, and dazzle . your young imagination with 
epeignes, and salvers, and buhl, and ormolu. No 
fishwives or painters shall intrude upon liS^ polished • 
scenes ; all shall be as genteel as himself. Saunders 
is a good authority ; he is more in the soc^ty, and 
far more in the confidence of the great, thjm most 
fashionable novelists. !Nlr. Saunders's work will be 
in three volumes ; nine hundred and ifinety 
pages ! ! ! ! I ! 

In other words, this single work, of this ingenious 
writer, will equal in bulk the aggregate of all the 
writings extant by Moses, David, Solomon, Isaiah, 
and St. Paul!!! 

I shall not venture into competition with tliia 
be hemo th of the salon; I will evapoi*^ in tliin 
generalities. 

Lord ipsden then lived veiy happily with Lady 
Barbara, whose hero Tie straightway became, and 
who nobly and poetically dotes upon him. He haa 
gone into pcilitlcal life to please her, and will remain 
there — to please himself. They were both vary 
grateful to Newhaven; when they married, Ihey 
vowed to visit it twice a year, and nfingle a fort* 
night's simple life with its ample scenes ; but four 
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years have passed, and tliey have never been tnere 
agam, and I dare saymever will ; but when Viscount 
Ipsden &lls in with a brother aristcjprat, who is 
crushed by the fiend mnui^ he remembers Aberford, 
and condenses his ‘famous recipe Into a two-edged 
hexameter, which will make iny learned reader 
laugh, for it is full of wdsdom : — 

‘ Diluculo snrgas ! niiseris siicciinxrc iTi.scasJ ! ’ 

Flucker Johnstone ^noditated during breakfast 
upon the five hundred pounds, and regretted he had 
not, years ago, adopted Mr. Gatty’s profession; some 
days afterwards he invited his sister to a conference. 
Clvciirs being set, Mr, riueker laid down this obser- 
vation — ^that near relations sliould Ik) deuced carefuL 
not to cast discredit upon one another; that now 
his sister was to be a lady, it was repugnant to Ids 
sense of right to be a fisherman and make her lady- 
ship blush for him ; on the contrary, he felt it his 
duty to rise to such higli consideration that she 
should bo proud of him. 

Christie acquiesced at once in this position, but 
professed herself embarrassed to know how such a 
‘ ne’er do weel ’ was to be made a source of pride ; 
tlicn she kissed Flucker, and said, in a tone some- 
what inconsistent with tlie above, ‘Tell me, my 
laambl^ 
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Her lamb informed her, the sea has many 
paths ; some of them disgraceful, such as line or nfet 
fishing, and ^e periodical laying down, on rocky 
shoals, and talang up a^in, of lol)ster-creels ; others, 
superior to anything the dry land ‘can offer in im^- 
portance and dignity and general estimation, such as 
the command of a merchant-vessel trading to the 
East or West Indies. Her lamb then suggested 
that if she would be so good ns to launch him in the 
merchant-service, with a good rig of clothes and 
money in his^ pocket, there was that in his liead 
which 'would enable liiiii to woik to windward of 
most of his contemporaries. He bade her calculate 
upon the following i*esiflts: in a year or two he 
would be second mate — and next year, first mate — 
and, in a few years more, skipper ! Tliink of that, 
la'^s ! Skipper of a vessel, whose rig he generously 
loft his sister free to determine; premisinjj that two 
musts were, in his theory of navigation, indispen- 
sable, and that three were a great deal more like 
Cocker than twjD. This led to a general consulta- 
tion ; Fluckcr’s ambition was discussed and praised. 
That modest young gentleman, in spite of many 
Injunctions to the contrary, communicated his sister s 
plans for him to Lord Ipsden, and affected to doubt 
their prudence. The bait took ; Lord Ipsden wrote 
to his man of business, and an unexpected blow fell 
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Ujppi^ the iiigeniaus Flucker* ^He was sent to sdhool ; 
tKenB to learn a IMe astronomy, a little navigation, 
a little ^amanship, a little mannerji, &c. ; in the 
mysteries of reading and writing his sister had 
already perfected* him by dint of * the taws/ This 
school was a blow; but Flacker was no fool: he 
saw there was no way of getting from school to 
sea without working. So he literally worked out 
to sc^ His first voyage was distinguished by the 
following peculiarities : attempts to put tricks upon 
this particular novice generally ended in the laugh 
turning against the experimenters; and instead of 
drinking lus grog, which he hates, he secreted it, 
and sold it for various advantages. He lias been 
now four voyages ; when he comes ashore, instead oT 
going to haunts of folly and vice, he instantly bears 
up for his sister’s house — Kensington Gravel-pits — 
which hcc makes in the following manner ; he goes 
up the river — Heaven knows where all — this he 
calb running down the longitude; then he lands, 
and bears down upon the Gravel-pits : in particular 
knowledge of the names of streets he is deficient, 
but he .knows the exact bearings of Christie’s dwell- 
ing. He tacks and wears according as masonry com- 
pels him, and he arrives at the gate. He hails the 
house, in a voice that brings all the inhabitants of 
the TOW to their windows, including Christie ; he 5s 
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fallen upon and dragged into ♦tte chouse. 
thing is, he draws out- from his ^ootts^ and his baot, 
and other hiding places, china grape and in^^flous 
silk handkerchiefs for Christie ; and she takes from 
his pocket * mass of Ori^^ntal sugar-rplums, with 
which, but for this precaution, she know by expfjj, 
ricnce he would poison young Charley; and soon to 
is to be seen, sitting with his hand in hxs sfeter^s, 
and she looking like a mother upon Ins handsome 
weather-beaten face, and Catty opposite, adoring him 
as a specimen of male beauty, and sometimes mak*- 
ing furtive sketches of him. And then the tales he 
always brings with him; the houfe is never very 
dull, but it is livelier than ever when this inex- 
haustible sailor casts anchor in it. 

.The friends (chiefly artists) who used to leave at 
9'30, stay till eleven: for an intelligent sailor is 
better company than two lawyers, two bishbps, three 
soldiers, and four writers of plays and tales, all rolled 
together. And still he tells Christie he shall com-» 
nmnd a vessel sdme day, and leads her to the most 
clieering inferences from the fact of his prudence 
and his general width-awake; in particular he bids 
her contrast with him the general fete of sailorSi 
eaten up by land-sharks, particularly of the female 
gender, whom he demonstrates to be tlie worst 
enemies poor Jack has ; he calls these sunken rocks. 
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fn^j-slujps, and othet irfctaphors. He concludes thus ; 
* You are all the lass I to have, till I’m a 
skipper, and then I’ll bear up aloi^sicte smne pretty 
decent lass, like .yourself, Christie, and we’ll sail in 
company all our lives, let the wind blow high o; 
low.’ Such is the gracious Fluckcr become in his 
twentieth year. Last voyage, with Christie’s aid, 
he produced a sextant of his own, and ‘made it 
twelvb o’clock’ (with fhe sun’s consent, I hope), and 
the eyes of authority fell upon him. So who knows, 
perhaps lie may one day sail a ship ; and if he does, 
he will be prouder and happier than if 'vve made him 
monarch of the globe. 

To return to our chiefs ; Mrs. Gatty gave* lun' 
formal consent to her son’s marriage with Christie 
Johnstone. 

There were examples. Aristocracy had ere now 
condescended to wealth ; earls had inaTricd women 
rich by tallow-importing papas ; imd, no doubt had 
these same carls been consulted in Gatty ’s case, they 
would have decided that Christie Johnstone, with 
her real and funded property, was not a villanous 
match for a greengrocer’s son, without a rapp ;* but 
Mrs. Gatty did not reason so, — did not reason at 
all, luckily, her heart ran away with her judgment, 


* A diminutive German coin. 



CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE. 255 

and her judgment ceasing act, she become a wise 
woman. . * . 

The casei was peculiar/ .Gatty was an artist- 
pur sang , — ^and Cliristie, who would not have been 
the wife for a petit maitre^ was the wife of wives fox 
him. 

He wanted a beautiful wife to embellish his 
canvas, disfigured hitherto by an injudicious selection 
of models ; a virtuous wife, to be his crown ; a 
prudent wife, to save him fn>m ruin; a cheejful 
wife, to sustain his spirits, drooping at times by 
virtue of his oi’tist’s temperament ; an intellectual 
wife, to preserve his children fr(5jp being bom dolts, 
and bred dunces, and to keep his own mind from 
sharpening to one point, and so contracting and 
becoming inonomaniacal : and he found all these 
qualities, together with the sun and moon of human 
existence — true love and true rcligion-^in Christie 
Johnstone. 

In similar cases, foolish men have set to work to 
make, in six months, their diamond of nature, the 
exact cut and gloss of other men s pa3tes, and 
nervously watching the process, have suffered 
torture ; luckily Charles Gatty was not wise enough 
for this; he saw nature had distinguished her he 
loved beyond her fellows ; here, as elsewhere, he liod 
faith in nature, — he belicv’'cd that Christie vrould 
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clmrm tivejrybody of eyo^ and -oar, und minJ, alid 
heait, that ap|>ix)acbcd her; he admired her as she 
WaSj and left her to pt>]ish herself, if 6h(> chose. He 
did well ; she came to London ^th a fine mind, a 
broad btog^ae, a delicate ear ; she observed how her 
husband’s friends spoke, and in a very few monthn 
she had toned down her Scotch to a rich Ionic 
colouring, which lier womanly instinct will never let 
^ her exdiidnge for the thin, ;sdncgtir accents that arc » 
too prevalent in English and I’rench society ; and in 
other respects she cauglil, by ea^ gradation, the 
tone of the new society lo which her marriage 
introduced her, witjiout, however, losing her charm- 
ing self 

The wise dowager lodges hard by, having resisted ' 
an invitation to be in the same house ; she comes to 
that house tc» assist the young wUb witli her ex- 
perience, and to be welcome, — not to interfere every 
minute, and tease her; slie loves her daughter-in-law 
almost as much as she docs her son, and she is happy 
because he bids fair to be an iinmoital painter, and, 
above all, a gentleman; and she a wifely wile, a 
motherly mother, and, above all, a lady. 

This, then, is a hUppy couple. Tlicir life is full 
of purpose and industry, yet lightened by gaiety ; 
they go to operas, theatres, and balls, lor they arc 
young. They have plenty of society, real society, 
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not llie ill-dfiscart^ coUeclicfe of a i^redetexmiiiedi 
nuiriber *df bbdios, tlxat* blindly assumes that aarne^ 
but the nchicommunication of vaiious and fertile' 
minds ; they veiy, very seEom conscnl lo s g[uat fo ur 
mortal hours on one chair (like^old hares sra^ing 
in their hot forms), and nibbling, sipping, and 
twaddling, in four mortal hours, what^eould Imve* 
been eaten, drunken, and said, in thirfy^five 
minutes. They are both artists at heart, •and it 
shocks their natures to see folks mix so very largely 
tlic with the imijndiim, and waste at one 

huge but barren incubation, the soul, and the 
stomach, and the irrevocable h(|iis, things with 
whiph so much is to be done. But they have many 
clesiiable acquaintances, and not a few friends ; the 
Litter are mostly lovers of truth in their several 
departments, and in all things: among them arc 
painters, sculptors, engineers, writers, rfonversors, 
thinkers; these acknowledging, even in England, 
other gods besides the intestines, meet often cJm 
Gatty, chiefly fdr mental intercourse ; a cup of tea 
with such is found, by experience, to be better thmi 
a stalled elk where chit-chat rei^ over the pros- 
trate hours. 

This, then, is a happy couple ; the very pigeons 
and the crows need not blush for the nest at Ken- 
sington Gravel-pits. The^c the divine institutkm 

• n 
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K^rrijige iiik^ it$ imiuitil oolotix 9 , and it 13 at once 
|>lGasant end good to catch bwAx glimpses of IdeaYou’s 
design, and isad to think hoyv^ often tjiis groat boon, 
accorded by 6 od. to man and woman, must liave 
been abused and perverted, ere it could liavc sunk 
to be the standing butt of farce-writers, and the 
theme irf* weekly punsters. 

In this pair we see the wonders a male and 
fmnald can do for each other in tlic sweet bond of 
holy wedlock. In that blessedT relation alone two 
interests arc really one, and two Itcarts lie safe at 
anchor side by side. 

Christie and ^hailes arc friends, — for they aie 
man and wife, ^ 

Christie and Charles arc lovers still, — ^for they aib 
man and wife, 

Christie and Charles are one for ever, — for they 
U’C man dJnd wife. 

This wife brightens the house from kitchen to 
garret, for her husbsmd ; this husband works like a 
king for his wife’s comfort, and fot his own fame, — 
mA that fame is his wife’s gloiy. When one of 
these expresses or hints a wish, the other’s first 
impulse is to find \hc means, not the objections. 

They share all troubles, and by sharing, halve them* 

They share all pleasures, and by sharing, double 

0iem. . 



cnntmz smmmt. 


im 

They cl5^ hlU together mi masiy a 
eapty day they aluJl Imvo \^ith one another ; ^ 
when, by ijic inevitable Luv,^thcy begin to descend 
towaids the dark valley, they will still go hand in 
hand, smiling so tenderly, and {jFupportbg eaokothcr 
witl) a core more lo\cly thun when the arm was 
strong and the loot firm. 

On these two temperate lives old age wttt descend 
liglitly, gradually, genjly, and late, — and feta upon 
tlK‘sc cveigiccn hearts, because tlicy are not tuned 
to some selfish, isolated key ; these hearts beat and 
ring with tlie young hemts of their dear children, 
and years Inmco papa and niii|iina will begin life 
hopefully, wi&hlully, {v4iimly again witli each loved 
novice in turn. 

And when old age docs come, it will bo no 
calamity to tlicse, as it is to you, poor batteicd beau, 
laughed at by the fiiir ninnies who ent laughed 
with you ; to you, poor follower of salmon, fox, and 
pheasant, whose joints are stiffening, wliuso nerve is 
gone, — whose <}olgotha remains; to jou, poor faded 
beauty, who have staked all upon man's appetite, 
and not accumulated g<vxlness or sense for your 
second course ; to you, pooi^ diawing*room wit, 
whose sarcasm has turned to venom, and is turning 
to diivch 

What terrors has old age for this happy pair? it 
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C8nn<4 make them ugjy,<br thomgh'tlie purple light 
of youth recedes, new kind ’of tranq^uil beauty, 
the aloe-blos8<^,of many years of innocence, comes 
to, and sits like a dove upon the aged faces, where 
goodness, sympathy, mid intelligence have Imrbourcd 
together so long; and where evil passions have 
flitted (for we, are all human), but found no resting- 
place. 

Old age is no calamity to «thcm : it cannot terrify 
them ; for ere they had been married a week the 
woman taught the man, lover of truth, to search lor 
the highest and greatest truths, iu a book written 
for men’s souls, hf the Author of the w^urld, the 
sea, the stars, the sun, the soul ; and this book, ^ei 
gratid, will, as the good bishop sings, 

^ * Teach them to live, that they may dread 
The grave as little as their bed.* 

It cannot'^make them sad, for ere it comes, loved 
souls will have gone from earth, and from their 
tender bosom, but not from their memories; and 
will seem to beckon them now across \lic cold valhy 
to the golden land. 

It cannot make jhem sad, for on eartli the hap- 
piest must drink a sorrowful cup more than once 
in a long lile, and so their brightest hopes will 
have come to dwell habitually on things beyond 
thi6; grave; and the great painter, jam Senex, 
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wxll chiefly ifieditate upon a richer lanitope, 
and brighter figurea than human hapd has ever 
painted ; soene whose glories bt? can see frwn 
hence but by gfimpses, and through a glass dOTkly ; 
the great meadows on the other side of Jordan* which 
are bright with the spirits of the just that walk 
there* and are warmed with an eten^ sun, and rihg 
with the triumph of the humble and the/true, and 
praises of God for«cvcr. * 



•NOTE. 


Tins story ■was -writlca three ycare ago, aatt cme 
or two topics in it are not treated exactly as they 
would be if ■writteu by the saipe hand to-day. But 
if the Author had retouched those pages ■with his 
colours of 1653, lie -would (lie tlunks) Lave de- 
stroyed the only merit tliey have, viz,, that of 
containing genuine contemporaneous verdicts upon 
a cant that was flourishing like' a peony , and a truth 
that was struggling for bare life, in the year of truth 

im 

He prefers to deal fairly with the public, and with 
this cxplanatwn and apology, to lay at its feet a 
faulty but genuine piece of work. 
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else in decwon and severe d* awing whuh wbuld leave afterwards Mite to be learnt 
ht 9Choede.*^Sxtra(a from Introductwn by John Kusun. 


^uare i6inoi‘'(Tauchnit? size), clotji extra, 2s. per volume. 


Golden Ipiibrary, The : 

BfilUd Of England. By 

w c. Brkk*tt^ 

B«iTttr4 Taylor'0 BivevsioiLS of 

the Echo Club 

Byron'S Don Juan. 

SSmerson's Betters and Social 

Aims. *<1 

aodwln's ('WlULam) Lives of 
the Necromaooers 

Holmes's Autocrat of the 
Breakfast Table With an Initodlui- 
dw by G A Saua 

Holmse's Professor at the 

Bee amaat Table. 

Hoods Whdms and Oddities. | 

Ccsrtplste Witli all tUe ongmal 
^lustrations 

Irving's (Washington; Tales of 

a Traveller 

Irving’S (Washington) Tales of 

the Alhambm 

Jesse’s (Bdward) Scenes and 

OccupatiCma of Countrj Lff • 

Lamb's Bssays of Hha. Both 

Scue& Complete iu One Vol 

Leigh Htint'B Bssays A Tale 
tor a Cbimn^ Corner, and 'other 
Pieces, with Portrait, and Introduc* 
ttonbyBoMVND Oluisk. 


Mallory’S (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d’ Arthur - The f>tone.>pf Kmg Artliur 
and of tb^ Kmgbts of the Hound 
Table Edited by B Montgomfriii. 
Kamximo. 

Pasoal’g Provincial Letters. A 
Netr Translation with Histon^l In 
trodaction and Notts, by T MijRiir, 
DD 

Pope’s Poetical WorTts Com- 
plete 

Koohefouoauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflection*? With Nottb, and 
an Introdoctprj by Sa^nt - 

Beuix 

St. Pierre’S Paul and Virginia 

and The Indian Cofti„'< Ldttc I 
V ith by the Kev L ( i akki 

Shelley’s Early Poems, and 

uten Mab, vith Itsfaiy b> I non 

UMT 

Shelley’s Later Poems Laon 

and C> thna^ &< 

Shelley’s Posthumous Poems, 
the Shelley Papers, &c 
SheUeV’s Prose Works, nulurl- 
in{j; A Hefutation oi Deism, Zastroz/i, 
St Irvyne, Ac. 

White's Natural History of Ser- 
borne. Edited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Brown, F.L S 


Crown »vOi cloth gilt and gtll edges, ys 6 d. 

Golden Treasury of Thought, The : 

An BNCycnorssDtA op quotations from Waiters of all Times and 
Countnes. Selected and Edited by Theodore Taylor, 



« ' j CHkT^p ' ,j^r 

'“ r i ! -... :^ »« ^ >. t r » V. ,, , . , ..>., ^ 4 ; i;;,.i ,i. .> t i. y . - m ,,, ^ ^^.■..|■■l,^K^l 1t .■g 

New and Cheaper Jtdih'bfij with Illuatfatieni, 73^, Ih^. 

Greeks 

Described hcdim' 

^i$M. Tiramia 8 «ed'hx>fn«Wm 90 'erii^'ea^ 

Dr. F, HxiEFFfiR. 545 lUt&tntfione; ^ , ' 

“ Mt$9t Jind not OH^ ^pon the *» *my nuftUHtfn 

librnfyofnrt^^-^tthtLvUtmB. ’ -’ „ ^ 

I*" V"-, . - . . T i r ' i ' "; ','■""" ^ ' y ■ 

C^sown Uro, cloth eaea, gilt^ with illMSb’a^oh^i !« ' 

Ouyot— Th© lESarth and Idan :' , ’ r 

or, Physical Gee^aphy in its rel^ititm to the Hii 0 ry 
By Arnold Guyot. with Additions by Prefessots AaiAs«izVrlaiitt;», 
and Gray ; 12 Maps arid lingravings en St^eh Oolonjnewlii ,«did 
copious Index. ^ ^ , ‘ 

Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6^ 

Hair (The) : Its Treatment in Heidlbir 

ness, and Disease. Translated from the Geiihan m Pr, ^. ’pKCt^ 

Hake (Dr. Thomas <jordan), Poei^ to ; 

Maiden Eofltdsy. Small 4to, cloth extra, 8s. 

New Symbola. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Legends of the .M<>rrow. Crown dvo, cloth extras is* > 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, clotS extra, 121, 

Half-Hours with iA^r^ign Novelists^ 

V\*ith Notices of their Lives and Writings. By Hxlsn and AlicZ 
ZiMMBRK. A New Edition. 

Medium Bvo, doth extra, gilt, with Illustrations*, 7s. < 5 rf. 

Hall.—Sketches of Irish Character. Bv Mrs. 

S. C. Hall. With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wped tgr 
Macuse, Gilbert, Harvby, and G. Crcikshjwk. 

“TAs Jrisit ShctcJiei of this lady resembh Miss Mitford's 
ski’tchfs in ^ Our Vtllagef but they are far more vigitrons ad4 Pmmfsi^'md 
bright.**— 3i.Kr.K^'OOV>*B Magazime. 

Haweis (Mrs,), Works by: 

The Art of Dress. By Mrs. H. R. HaweIs. lllhsttated j>y the 
Author. Small 8vo, illustrated cavet, ts. ; cloth limp. is. 6d. 

" .4 wll^cotisidered attempt ta apply canons of good taM* to the cbdiiei^s 

of ladies of our time Mrs. Haweis writes fraHkty and to the 

point; she does not inmce matters, but boldly remonstrates wtth her osbnseje 
on the folhes they indulge in. ...» W^tw^y recattmm^d t6 the 

• ladies whom iioohoeyns.*^^ktva:,aMvu, 

The Art of Beauty. By Mrs. H. R. HAwtijts. $qniwe Syp, 
aloth extra, gilt, (tilt edges, with Coloured Frontispiece pnd nearly too 
Illustrations, tos. dtf. ‘ ' 

The Art of Decoration. By Mrs. H, R. HaWeis. .^itare 3 vc, 
handsomely hound and profusely XUustratad, iim. 6<f« ^ . 

See also CRAUCfr,^. 6 ofthf^'Cahlopto'^ 



Heatb (F. O.)— 1^ Cbuiimi W 

And Wltftt I ^f»v^ lifam Hy WMAXiCi^ GHOAOIt HSATUr Aiiihor nf 
^ ^TbejFOT World,*’ Ac. • ‘ # 

SPMCIMSNS 0^ MODBRJf JPOBTS.-'^-CrQvm Sv^, cloth extm, 6s. 

BeStaliM^ (The); or, tlie. Seven against Sense. 

A Cfip wfth Seven Bells, ^ 

“ Tkf mrih 9 / IrooJk he /airly gsiimtsd msaas of 4 /mp txtracts ; 

B rlM 4 Ui hr read kHgtk to ftr t^rtciaiia Properly, and in our opinioat its 
merifs ontille it to be very voidtly rtgMtndeed,*"—^. javss’s GiSKrtnu 


<tJr.8vo, bound in parchment, 8s. ; Large-Paper copies (onljr 50 printed), 15s. 

Herbert— The Poems of Lord Herbert of 

Cherbury. Edited, with an Introduction, by J. CHURtoN Coluns. 


Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, ss. 64. 

Holmes.— The Scieuoe ef Voice Production 

and Voice Preservation : A Popular Manual for the Use of Speakers 
and Singers. By Gordon HoLtd£$. L.ltC.P.E. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 64. 

Hood’s (Thomas) Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. Indiuding the Cream of the Comic Annualsl 
W ith Life of tlxe Author, Portrait, an^ Two Hundred Il lustrati ons. 

Square crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s. * 

Hood’s (Tom) From Nowhere to the North 

Pole ; A Noah's Arkaeological Narrative. With 25 Illustrations by 
W. Brunton and K. C. Barnes. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 64. 

Hook’s (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works, 

including his Ludicrous Adventures, Bons-mots, Puns and Hoaxes. 
With a n ew-Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles Illustrations. 

Tenth Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s, 

Home.— Orion: 

An Epic Poem, in Three Books. By Richard Hengist Horne. 
Wi th Pho tog raph ic Portrait from a Medallion by Summers. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 75. 64. 

HowelL— Conflicts of Capital and Labour 

Historically and Economically considered. Being a History and 
Review of the Trade Unions of Great Britain, showing their Origin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in their Political, Social, Eco- 
nomical, and Industrial Aspects. By George Howell. 

^ This boo^ is m aHeinpt. and on the whole a suceessful attempt, to place the 
work of trade imiom in the bast, and their objects in the fnture, fairly before thf 
public fromths wwhkjj mms point of Pall GAafSTTE, ^ 
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Demf 8^^ cloth cxhii. 12 s. 

Hueffer. — Tlie !fooitba4lmrs : ^ 

A History o£ Provoh^al Lif^ and X^itorattira m tha Iif iddlo 
Francis Hueffer * • * ^ 

Crown. 8vo. cloth extra, ds. 

Ireland wder the Land Act: 

Letters to thf!^ Standard during the Cruus. Contaitdhg tlieihost 
recent Information about the State of the Country, the Popular 
Leaders, the l^eague, the Working of the Sub-Commissions, to 
With LfMding Cases under the Act,, giving the Evidence m mu* 
Judicial Dicta, Ac By E Cant Wall 

Crown 8vo cloth extra, 6s 

Janvier.— Practical Keramics foj* Students. 

ByCATHERlNF A JANVIER ^ 

• Will be found « vieful Handbook by those v/ho meh to irymnmnfattweor 
(tiCoraUoH of pottery and may be studied by all who desire to Imosa something Of 

art '*-*MuitMiNO Pusr • * 

A New Ldition, crown 8vo, cloth extra. lUustratefi, 7s Cd* 

Jennings.— The Rosicrucians : • 

Their Kites and Mysteries With Chapters on the Ancient Fire and 
Serpent Worshippers By Hargrave Jlnningi» With Five full- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illust rations 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by : 

Ttfo Garden that Fald the Rent reap 8vo, illustrated cover, 

* 15 cloth htnp, II M 

Household Horticulture A Gossip about Flowers By Tom and 
Jake Jfrroii) Illustratid lost8\o cloth hnip su 6rf 
Our Kitchen Garden Ihe Plants wc Giow and How we Cf»ok 
Them By Tqm Jerrold Author ol The Garden that Paid the Kent, ^ 
&c Post bvo cloth limp, 25 6d _ 

The com6iim/»o« 0 / hints on cookery uifh gardening Tias bmt uery cUotHy 
( j,r»/dottr and the rault w an interesting and highly wstrwtne hWe iMjh Mr 
j It raid IS conect tn saying that people do not make half the 

talies they might and by shoi^ing how easily they can be g^>in and so ootatnea 
jresh he ts doing a great dial to make them more popular "—Dailv Chronicle. 

Two Vols 8vo With *32 Illustrations and Maps cloth extra gdt, I 4 i» 

Josephus, The Complete Works of. 

Translated by W histon Containing both “ The Antiquities of the 
Jews and ‘ The Wars of the Jews 

• Small 8\o cloth full g(ilt, gilt edges S^itli Illustrations, 6s 

Kavanagh.— The Pearl Fountain, 

And oth^ Fairy Stones B> Bridgli and Julia KavaNAGH, 
\\ ith Thirty Illustrations bj J Moyk Smith 
** Genuine new /any stones of thi old type^some of them (U ^^^dhtfui at the 
bestofCnmlns* LerLn l^opular Stones ^ ^ /oj the the stoMtes 

are downright, thorough-^gowg fatry stbnes of the imnt admn^ hwa, . , . . 

hfr, Moyr Smiih'^ mstrat^ns, too, are 4rfwiniWr.”-SPECTAT0R. 



tit aooss PvalJsssD ay 


Maoquoid <]ffra;), Wpitoi l»y : 

In Ardmaat, By Katbai;^ S. MAcotJOB). With 50 find 
llluttratioiMt byTM<^UA8 R. hf Acgvoro. fvo; doth eirtra, 

PtetdoPM ftxx^ Nomandy wmI BvlttAiW. By 

K^IWAIokX $h MACQi4ott>. with numerous Illustrations by Thomas R. 
MAtiQfroib. Square Bvo, cloth gilt, tos. M 

Nonaanay. By katharinb s. MAcauoiD. With 
90 UlustratioBa^ T* R IfkoQVoiD. Square 8vo, e^h extra, 7*. 6d. 
ThlotigJi BrWimj. By Katharine S. MACgtioio. With 
numeroua tlloatrations by T. R. Macquoid. Sq. 8yo, cloth extra, 75. 64 
“ The pUeisant eompanionskip which Mrs. Macquoid affers,'*^ while 7tfandey- 
iiig pan one point of interest to afwther, seems to throw a raiewed chatm 
around each oft-^picted scr«r.'*— Morniko Rost. 


Mallock (W^H;), Works by: 

Is Idfe 'Worm Liricg P By William Hurrell Mallock. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, (is. 

The Kew Bepahllo ; or, Culture, Faith, and Philosophy in an 
English Country House. By V/. H. ‘Mallock. Post 8vo, cloth limp, ss, 6rf. 
Tb0 New^-Baul and 'Virginia; or, Positivism on an Island, By 
W. H. Mallock. Post 8vo, cloth limp, u. 6 d. 

PosniR. By W. H. Mallock. Small 4to, bound in parchment, 8s. 
A Romance of the Nineteenth Century. By W. fl. Mallock. 
Second Edition, with a Preface. Two Vols., crown 8vo, ais. 

Mark Twain, W&rks by: 

The Oholoe Worka of Mark T%a»n, Revised and Corrected 
. througliout by the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numerotts'lllustra* 
tions. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 7s. 6d. 

The Adventnrea of Tom Sawyer. By Mark Twain. With too 
Illustrations. Small 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6rf. Chkai* Edition, illust.bdh., as. 
A Pleasure Trto on the Continent of Europe ; The Innocents 
Abroad, and The New Pilgrim's Progress. By Mark Twain. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, as. 

An Idle Excursion, and other Sketches. By Mark Twain. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. # 

The Prinee and the Pauper. By Mark Twain, With nearly 
200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 64. 

The Innooents Abroad ; or, The New Pilgrim's Progress: 
Being some Account ot tiie Steamship *' Quah'^r City’s ” Pleasure Ex- 
cursion to Europe and the Holy Land. With 234 Illustrations, By 
Mark Twain. Ctown 8vq, cloth extra, 7s. 64. 

The Innocents a t and Roughing It. By Mark Twain. 

With 200 Illusti atiojjrST^ A. Fraser. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 64. 
The Stolen White Elephant, &o. By Mai-vK Twain. Crown 
8vo, doth extra, 6s. ’ • 

A Tramp Abroiui. By Mark Twain. With 314 lUustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 64. 


J ^ fwrfcwm of the conception, af which no living man but 

Mark Twasn ts capable, its grace and fantasy and slyness, the wonderful 
feeling for animals that « mamfest %n every line, make of all this episode of 
ym Metier and Htejays^ a piece of work that is not only delightfuf as mere 
rfMing^ but also of a high degree 'of merit as literature. . . . The book is 
full of good things, and contains passages and epHlodes that are equal to the 
/unmesf o; those that hare /^one before." — Athenli'm. 


CHATPO &> w-movs, PtOGAmiA.y. 




Pent 8w)i doth perMiii|riMi 


liasnWr Iddbrs^, The 

Vlt«N«wit6p«t>Uo. %y 'W. H. 

Uallock. 

The Kew Paul aod VtrgiEiia. 

By W. H. Mallock. 

The True mit6iy ot Joshua 
Davidson. By £. Lynm jLiM'roN. 

Old Stories Be-told. By Waltbr 
Thorndurv. 

Thoreau : His Life axid Aims. 
By H. A. Page. 

By Stream aiid Sea. By Wil> 
jLiAM Senior. 

Jeux d'Bsprit. Edited by Henry 
S. LErcH, 

Puuiana. By the Hon. Hugh 
Rowlkv. 

More Ponlana. By the Hon. 
Hugh Rowley. 


'Oijgiiml Plays by 1^. S. Oil* 

BRRT. FimSstlsfl. 

The Wicked Worki— pygmlionaod 
. Crtlatea— ChBrity^liienPriacea»»" 
The Palioe of TrudwTilid by Jery. 
OrtgUnai Phiya by S. Oil- 

BERT. SBOOMnSviUbs.. CeehdaiBKt 
Broken Hearte^Ehgksed^Sweet- 
hcarts— Dan'l Dr^ Gretcben— 
Tom Cobb— The Sorterer— S.M.S 
Phiafore— The pirates of PenJKBnce. 
Carols of Cockayue. By Hkkrv 
S. Leigh. " ' 


The Boolif of Cleiiloal Ah^o* 
dotes. By jAcos lAtWOOii): 

The Agony ”The 

Times/' from 1800^ t8ya X^dhed, 
with an Introductlon^by ALtOB Clay. 

The Ottpboaxtl Papers. By 
Fin-Brc. 


Fastlmes and Players. ' By 


Puck on Pegasus. By H. 

Cholmondbley.Pennrll. 

The Speeches of Charles 
Dickens. « 

Muses of Mayfair. Edited by 

, H. Cholmondelev-Pennell. 

Oastronomy as a Fine Art. By 

Brillat'Savarin, 

Tne Philosophy of Hand- 
wiiting. By Don Felix de Sala- 
manca. 

Curiosities of Criticism. By 
» Henry J. Jennings. 

Ijiterary Frivolities, Fancies, 
FoUies, Frolics. By W.T. DoSson. 


Ronbkt MacgreOob. 

Balzac'S *' Comidie Htimaine *' 
ana its Author. With Translations 
by H. H. Walker, 

Melancholy Anatomised : A 
Pqtular Abridgment of ** Burton's 
Anatomy of Melancholy." ’ 
Quips and Quiddities. Selected 
by W. Davenport Adams- 
Leaves Brom a Naturalist’s 

• Kote-Book. By Akprew Wu.bo.s, 
F.K.S.E. 

The Autoodat of the Break- 
fast-Tab)©. By Oljvkr Wenoei.l 
Holmes. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. 


Poetical Ingenuities andEocen- 
tricities. Selected and Edited by 
W. T. Dobson. •* 

Pencil and Palette. By Robert 
Kempt 

Latter-Day Lyiios. Edited by 
W. Davenport Adams. 


Forensio Ant^Otes; or, Hu- 
mour and Curiosities of the l.aw 
and of the Men of Law. By Jacoit 
Larwood. 

Theatrical Aneddotes. By Jacob 

Larwood. pn the preas. 


\* Other Volumes are iT^reparaUon. 


Small 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations; 21 . 6d. 

Miller.— Ph3r8iology for the Toiing ; 

Or, The House of Life : Human Physiology, with its application to 
the Preservation of Health. For use in, Classes and Reading. 

With numerous Illustrations. By Mrs, F. FEKWlcg MlLLlta. • 

An admirable i>Ui$ductim fo a subject which all wfto value Mth Oni eujoy' 
bje should have at their fingers^ irNds.”— E cho. 



,,]> -BOOKS POBMSSBD SV 


MUtm <J. : 

H^tgl!eai0 of the Sldiii. 4. ^o]^ 09 ^$et ^ fc^ the 

Manag^ent of the Shhn with Dlrebtioi^ilQV. JOieU Wia^ i^aths, 

&CP Sy 1. Kk 1il£L(i>&hVa<'nler Stu^eon to^St. Idha’a Hospital. Small 
M. ridath extra, K. 6rf. 

in diseases of the Skin; Sihail 8vo, is. ; cloth extra. 


IMr^e 4X6, hottilid in bucktam, ^?is. 

Montsiieff. — The Abdication; or, Time Tries All. 

An Historical Drama. Bf W. D. Scott-Moncrieff. With Seven 
Etchings by John P^ttw, R.A., W. Q. Orchahoson, R.A., J. Mac 
WhirtAR, A.R.A., Colin Hunter, R. Macbeth, and Tom Graham. 


Square Svo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, */s.6d. 

North Italian Folk. 

By Mrs. Cjjmyns Carr. Illustrated by Randolth CaLohcott. 

**A delightful book, of a kind whicK is for too rare. If anyone wants to really 
know the North Ifafyan folk, we can honestly advise him h omit the journey, and 
read Mrs. Carr's pages instead, , , Desenphan with Mrs. Carr is a real gijt. . 
It is rarely that a book is so happily illnslratea ." — CoMriiMi'ORA«Y Rkview. 


Post 8vo, cloth extra. Illustrated, 55 . 

Number Nip (Stories about), 

The Spirit of the Giant Mountains. Retold for Children by Wai.ter 
Grahams. With Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. 


Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Vignette Portraits, price 6s. per Vol, 


Old Dramatists, The : 

Ben Jonson’fi Works. 1 

With Notes Critical and Explanatory^ I 
and a Biographical Memoir by Wiu-'gn 
LIAM Gifford. Edited by Colonel” 
CuNxmoHAM. Thret^t Vols. ! 

) 

Chapman’s Works. 

Complete in Three Vols. Vol. 1 , con- 
tains the Flays complete, including 
the doubtftil ' ones ; Vol. II. the ! 
Poems and Minor Translations, with i 
an Introductory Essay by ALOXhNor 1 


CiiARtxs Swinburne; Vol, III. the 
Transslations of the Iliad and 
Odyssey. 

Marlowe’S Wtwka. 

Including his Translations. F^ditod , " 
with Notes and Introduction, by Col, 
Cunningham. One Vol. 

Massinger’s Plays. 

From the Text of William GrtFORo. 
Edited by Coi'. Cunningham. One 
Vol. 


O’Shaughnessy (Arthur), Works by : 

Boi^s of a W^orkar. By Arthur O'SHaughkessy. I'cap. 
8vq, cloth extra, 7 s, Aflf, , 

Music and Moonlight. By Arthur O’Shaughnessy. Fcap. 
»vo, cloth extra, 7s, fid. ^ 

Lays of FrAnoe. ,, By Arthur O'Shaughnessv. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, kos. fid. 


Post Bvq, cloth limp, is. ei. 

ParllamOBtaiy Procedure, A Popular Hand* 

book of. By Henry W. Lucy. 


CBATTO ^ WidD.m, t^QCADIlLY. 
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^loth extra, gilt, beautifully Illustrated, 6^. 
Or, Memories^^ ulew 

^ . , . , , 1^094 


' " The pohm» cottiaiiVi if ews^ p6m^ Sith. 
engravings more beauHful than it ” 
conceive J'*^^oxmAn. 


in the shape o/ tvoo^ 
can mil ^wwi*, intp ike keen^s of most men to 


Payn.- 


Crovm dvo, cloth extra, ^s, 

-Ek^ne IMvate Vi^a : 


Being Essays contributed to TIte NitsoUmth 
Times. By jAMts Payn, Author of “ Lost Sir Ma 

Payn^ Novels* se e pp. at, S3, a4, 

Two VplS, 8vd, clotjl extra, with Portraits, XUS. 6ijf, ‘ , ' 

Plutarch’s Lives of Illustrious ISen. 

Translated h’am the Greek, with Notes Critical and Historioah and a 
Life of Plutarch, by John and William LA.NGHpjtWJB-y r ; * 

New Novels: . . * ; 

IN MAKEMMA. By Ouida. 3 vols., crown 8 j^. ^ 

FOB CASH ONLY. By James Payn. 3 vola., crown Svo. 
PBINOE SAEONI’S WIFE. By Julian HAWtttORNB. ’ 2 yols, 
MABTYBOOM of MADELINE. By Robert Buchanan. 3Vo1s. 
COALS OF FIBE. By D. ChristiieMurray. 3 yols., crown Svo. 
THE PBINOE OF WALES’S GABDEN-PARTY. By Mrs. 

J, H. Riddell. Crown 8>'0. doth extra, 64 . 

WILKIE COLLINS’S NEW NOVEL. 3 vols., cr. Svo. [Shortly. 

. NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. By R. Louis Stevenson. 3 vdle., 
post Svo, 12s. 

KEPT IN THE DARK. By Anthony Trollops. 3 vpla., 

* post Svo, 13s. Unpr^retiiofi. 

VALENTINE STRANGE. By D. Christie Mvr»ay. 3 

crown Svo, w [/tf peeparol^t. 

ALL SORTS AND CONDITIONS OP aMSlN. By BEsaNT 

and Rice. 3 vols., crown 8vo. [Jnff^arai^, 

THE GOLDEN SHAFT, By Charles GujeON^ 3 

_ .jiyo, 

Crown Svo, red cloth extra, 5s. each. 

Oiiida’s Novels.— Library Eoitiem. 


Held in Bondage. 

Strathmore, 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

*Idalla. 

Cecil Castlemaine’s Gage. 

Trlcotrin. 

Puck. 

FoUeFarine. 

A Dog of Flanders. 

*** Also a Cheap Edition Of all but the last, pest Stlis^ated ^ 
boards, 2s. each. # 


PasoareL 
Two liittln Wooden 
Si^a. 

In a Winter City, 
ArAdne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pioistrello. 

A Village Commune. 
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Library Editionb, many lUustfatdd,ciown 9vo. estra, 3a. Gd. eaclL 


PiQOadill^ Noin^i Th«. 

fhnutnr AtarM to Brtft fbaml. 


BY UBS. ALMxAUBJSB. 
Maid» Wlfy, or 'Widow P 
BY W. BBSABT & JFAMBS BICB. 
Ready-SSOoey Moa^boy . 
R^XiitliB ChM. 
t£» Ow» oT li!r. Xituaraft 
l!!bla Son of Ttiloan^ 
WttbHa^ and Qzowzi. 

The Golden Butterfly, 

By OeU&'R Atbour. 

Tne Monica of Thelema. 

*Twm in Tn£»lgtnr'M Bay. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Ten TeKra' Taomnt. 

The Otaaplelii of the Fleet 

BY BOBBBT BUCHANAN, 

A Child of Mature. 

God and the Han. 


. BY B. E, FBANiUll^^N, 
Olympia. 

Queen Oophetna. 

Jjy BBfVABD GARBETT. 
The Cape! Gifla. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON, 
Bobin Gray. 

For lAOk of Gold. 

In Iiove and War. 

What will the World Say P 
For the King. 

In Honour Bound. 

Queen of the Meadow. 

Im Taaturea Green. 

The Flower of the Foreat. 
A Heart's Problem. 

BY THOUAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 


BY UBS. H, LOVETT CAMHBON. 
Beeeiyera Fyer. 

JuUet'i Guardian. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS, 
Antonina. 

BaaU. 

Hide and Seeh. 

The Bead Secret. 

g ieenofHearta. 

y MiacedanieB. ^ 

The Woman in 'White. 

The Moonatone. 

Man and Wile. 

Poor Miaa Finch. 

MisaorHraP 
The New Magdalen. 

The Froaen Beep. 

The Law and the Lady. 

The Two Beatiniea. 

The Haunted Hotel. 

The Fallen Leayea. c 
leaebel'a Bau^ter. 

The Blaelc Robe. 

By U. BETHAM-EDWARDS, 

Felicia. 

BYi MRS. ANNIE EBWABPES, 
Ar^ieXoyell. 


BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE, 



Sebaatian Btrome. 

BY MBS ALFRED HUNT, 
Thomiorofta Model. 

The Leaden Caaket. 

BV JEAN INGELOW. 

Fated to be Free. 

BY HENRY JAMES, Juu. 
Conhdenoe. 

BY //^BB7i?rr JA V. 

The Queen of Connaught. 
The Dark Colleen. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY, 
Number Seventeen. 

Oakahott Oaatle. 

BY E. LYNN LINTON, ' 

Patricia KembaJl. 

Atonement of Learn Bundas. 
The World Well Loat. 

Under which Lord ? 

With a Silken Thread. 

The Rebel of the Family. 

” Hy Love 4” 
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Piccadilly Ncvsls — c&ntimid, 

BY jvsrm McCarthy, m,p. 
The Waterdale Heii^houn. 

My Unemre pailgluaci • 
Ijuiley Boohford. 

A IPaur • • 

Dear Xiady XMedaln. 

Mies Mlaanthrepe. 

Donna Quixxite* * . « 

The Comet of a Season. 

BY AGNES MACDONELL. 
Qoaher Ooxudns. 

BY KATHARINE S, MACQUOID, 
Dost Bose. 

The XyU Bye. j 

BY FLORENCE MARRY AT. | 

Open! Sesame! I 

Vfritten in Fire. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and G-o. 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 

A lilfe’s Atonement. 

Joseph’s Coat. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whltdladies. « 

*BY JAMES PAYN. 

Lc^t Sir Massingberd. 

The Best of Husbands. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

Halves. 

Walter's Word 
What He Cost Her. 

Dess Black than We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 

Under One Roof. 

High Spirits. 

From Bxile. 

Garlyon's Year. • 

A Confidential Agent. 

From Bxile. 


. BY dH4RLmREAP^, H^ 
2i is Hevm^ Too XiMe to 


Christie^ 
arUfit& Oannt. 

The pouble Max?ihge. 

Ddte Me Uta$, Img^ 

Foul Play. 

The dodster and th4 HigHSht 
The-Oourse of Tyue X*OVA 
The Autob4jMpr^y^.a,?a*isC 
Put YourseV M Ms pisioe. 

A Terrible Te^ptatidtL 
The Wandexh^Helt. 

A S impl eton! 

A Woman-Hater. / 

BY MRS, J. H. MOBELt, 
Her Mother’s Darling. 

BY JOHN SAUNHERS. 
Bound to the Wheel. 

Guy Waterman. 

One Against the World. 

The Mon in the Path. 

The Two Dreamers. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 

Proud Maisie. 

Gressida. 

The Violin-Player. 

BY ^JVrHOiVY TROLLOPEt 
The Way We Lite Mow. 

The American Senator. 

BY T. AfTROLLQPE. 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY SARAH TYtLER. 

What She Came Thspnih. 

The Bride's Pass. 

BY 3^. "S. WINTER. 
Cavalry Lifs. 


Crown 8 vo, clo^ extra. 6 s. 

Plauch6.— Songs a,nd Poems, from iSig to 1879 . 

By J. R. Planchb. Edited, with an Introduction, by his Paughter, 
Mrs. Mackarnbss. 


Cro^vn 8 vo. cloth extra, with Portrait and lUustratiotis, 78 . 64, 

Poe’s Choioe Prose and Poeticsl Yfgrka, , 

With BAUpELAIRl^S “ EsW/’ 
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Post 8vo. iliustrated boarda» as. eaclu 


Popular NonreljS,” Cheap Sdit4P!ns of. , 

rWiLKiKCoLUNs'ft iwdBESAiiTahiJ haa 

lu olotfa limp at4r<^. NbVBta,ypr^»iM>y yprfifio»s.] 


BY 

ConQdmdeg, 

Carr of Cii^FCn. * " 

BY MRS^ ABBXAi^&SiR^ 

Maid^ Wife, or WitiowP j 
BY W. mSAi^T ffi- 'mCE, 
Keady-Moxtey Ws^Uhoj, 

With Haxafi and Clown. 

This Son of Vuloan. 

My liittle Girl. • 
a‘he Case of Mr. Luoraft. 

The Golden Butterfly. 

By Celia’fl Jixbour. 

The MonJw of Thelema. 

Twas in Trafalgar's. Bay. 

The Seajny Side. 

The Ten Years' Tenant. 


The Woznan in WMte. 

The Moonetoaw. 

]^an and W^. 

Poor Finchs 
oirKri. P 

The Kew MMdalen. 

The Frozen Peep. 

The Iiaw and the Bady. 

The Two Destinies. 

The BLaunted Hotel. 

Fallen LeaTSs. 

Jezebel's Daughter. 

BY DUTTON COOK. 

Leo. 

BY MRS. ANNIE KDWARDRS. 

A Point Of Honour. 

Archie Lovell. 


BY SHBLSLEY BEAUCHAMP, 
Grantlcy Grange. * 

BY FREDERICK BOYLF. 
Camp Kotes. 

Savage Life. 

BY BRET HARTB, 

An Heiress of Bed Dog. 

The Luck of Boaring Camp. 
Gabriel Conroy. ^ 

BY F. B. BURNETT. 

Surly Tim. 

BY MRS. H. tQVBTT CAMERON. 

Deceivers Uver, , 

Juliet’s Guardian. 

BY MACLARBN COBBAN. 
The Cure of Souls. 


BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia. 

BY EDWARD EGGLESTON. 
Roxy. 

BY PERCY FJTAGER'iLD.^ 
Polly. 

Bella Donna. 

Never Forgotten. 

The Second Mrs. Tillot«on.> 
Seventy-five Brooke Street. 

nr ALBANY DB FONBLANQUB. 
Filthy Lucre. 

BY R. E. FRANCILLON, 
Olympia, 

Queen Cophetua. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 
The Oapel Girls. 


BY C. ALLSTON COtUNS, 

The Bar Siziister. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 
Antonina. 

BasU. 

Hide and Seek. 

The Dead Secret. 

The Queen of Hearth. 

My MisoeUaifies. 


BY CHARLES GIBBON. 

Bobin Gray. 

For Lack of Gold. 

What will the World Say ? 
In Honour Bound. 

The Dead Heart. 

In Love and War. 

For the Bing. 

Queen of the Meadow. 

In Pastures Green. 
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Popular Novels — cdntinmd. 
^i?y GREStnvoo)^. 

Dick Tflsasdtt. . * 

nv ANDREW HALlIda Y. 
Every-day ^ , • • 

BY LADY DVPm$ DA^DY. 
Paul Wynte'^ 

BY THOMAS HAdSx. 

Under the aapeenwpod '^ee. 

L'V JULIAN HA JVTHORNP 
Garth. ‘ , . 

Ellice Quentin. 

BY TOM HOOD. 

A Golden Heart. 

BY YICTpB HUGO. 

ThcHunohbaokofNotreDamef { 

BY /,fRS. ALFRED JiUNT 
Thornioroft’s Model. 

BY JEAN INGSLOW. 

Fated to be Free. 

BY HENRY JAMES, Jun, 
Confidence. 

BY HARRIETT JAY, * 
The Qdeen of Connaught. 

Th% Dark Colleen. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY, 
Number Seventeen. 

OakBhott Castle. 

BY E. LYNN LYNTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 

Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
The World WeU Lost. 

Under which Lord ? 

With a Silken Thread. 

BY JUSTIN McCARTflY. M./L 
The Waterdale Neighbours. 
Dear Lady Disdain. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

A Fair Saxon. 

L’jiley Roohford. 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

BY AGNES MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID, 
The Evil Eye, 

Lost Rose. * 


BY FLpRENCE MARRYAT. 
Open! Sesame 1 ' 
XSarwat erf ymd CkU 

A iSttle StepsewL 
Fightifig the^l?. 

Written in Fire. 

•UV JEAN middlemans. 
Tou^ and Go. 

Mr. DoriUion. 

Bf D. CHRISTIE HURRA Y, 
A Iiife's Atonement. 

BY MRS, OLTPHANT, 
Whiteladies.# 

BY-QUID^. 

Held in Bondage. 
Strathmore. 

ChandO^. 

Under Two Fla#s. 

Idalia. 

Cecil CasUemaine's Gage. 
Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle FWne. 

A Dog of Flanders. 
Pasoarel. 

I Two Little Wooden Shoes, 
i Signa. 

I In a Winter City, 
i Ariadne; 

; Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

BY JAAfuS BA VIL 
; Lost Sir Massingberd. 

A Perfect Treasure, 
j Bentinck's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's vengeance. 
Cecil’s Tryst. 

The Clyffards of Clyff’e. 

The Bamlly Scapegrace. 

The Foster Browers. 

Found Dead. 

Gwendoline’s Harvest, 
Humorous Stories. 

Like Father, Lika Son. 

A Marine Besidahoe, 

{ Married Beneaith Hmti 
Mirk Abbey. 
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Books PVAllSltED Bit 


C 


POPUI-AR NOVJ&W— 

Jamies PAyw-^><w*iM«Mw 4 . 

Not WcM^, Iwtt Wott, *. 

Two WmOx^ Pcmtuls Rswwra. 
The B0st of . 

Waltet’s ytroxA. 

Fimeii FoiHiimes. ^ * 

What fie Ooiit Her. 

than ‘We're Faintod. 

By Proxy* 
tJhder One Boof. 

iTiarVi 0kn4riiji 


A OmaiMential Aitent. 

Oarlyon'e Tear* 

BY BDGAS a. POE. 

The Hyetery of Mhrie Boget. 

BY CHARttES RBADE, D.C.L . , 
It is Nerer Top Bate to fiend* 
HardOash. 

Peg Woffington. 

Ohiistie Johnstone. 

Gkrlffith O-aunt. 

The Double Marriage. 

Iiove fie Little, Loye fie Long. 
Foul Play. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The OouTse of True Love. 

The Autobiography of a Thief. 
Put Tourself in his Place. 


J3y y, h. RiDDELh, 
Her Mother’s Darling. 


py SAtA, 

GhieUghl^ittld . 

BY yow S4VUBnBE^ 


A match in the Dane. 

BY WALTER THORNBVRY. 
Tales for the Marines. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
The Way we Live Now. 

The American Senator. 


Bound to the Wheel* 

Guy Wateriaan. 

One Ainhutt Wwld. 
The L^^ £e Path. 

RV AKTUuS! SfCMTCHLE 


by T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE. 
i^amond Cut Dlam<»id. 

BY MARK TWAIN, 

A Pleasure Trip in Burope. 
Tom Sawyer. 

An Idle Bxcursion. 

BY LALY WOOD, 

Sabina. 


BY EDMUND YATES. 

Castaway. 

Forlorn Hope. 

Land at X<aat. 

ANONYMOUS. 

Paul FerrolL 

Why P. FerroU Killed his Wife. 


pcap. 8vo, picture covers, is. each. 

Jeff Briggs's Love Story. By Bret Harts, 

The Twins of Table Mountain, By Bret Harte. 

Mrs. Gkdpsborough’B Diamonds. By Julian Hawthorns. 
Kathleen Mavoumeen. % the Author of ** That Lass o’ Lowrie’s. " 
Xdndsaye Luck* By fbo AttdtcH* of ’’That Lass o’ X^owrie’s.” 

Pretty Polly Pemberton, By the Author of ** That Lass o’ Lowrie’s." 
Trooping With Crows. By Mrs. Pirkis. 

The Professor’s Wife. By Leonard Graham. 

A Double Bond. By LiNrA Villari. «. 

Bsther's Glove. By R. F- P^ncillon. 


Small 8vo, cloth extra, with 130 illustrations, 3s. Sd. 

Prince of Argolis, The : 

A Story of the Old Greek Fairy Time. By J.^ MOYR SmxTB. 
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Proctor (R. A,), Works byf 

SUwy Star I^asaomB. With Stv Maps far Evqry in tha Year, 
Drawings of the Constellations, dm, crown dvb, ninth eatra^dx. 
Familiar Soienoe Studies. Cmwn^^vo, cloth extts^ 7s, 6rf. 

M3rth8 and Marvels of Astronomy, • By Richako a* PsocTOit, 
Author of ** Other Worlds than Ours," &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Pleasant Waira In Soienoe. Crown 8vo, cloth eictrag 69, 

Bou^ Ways QiinCe Smooth : A Series of Eeaays on 

Seientific Suojecta. By R. A. Proctor: Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 6s, . 
Our Piaoe axnong Infinities : A Series of Essays contrasting out 
Little Abode in Space and Time with the Infinities Arpnnd ua. By 
Richakii a. Proctor. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6s. 

The £x:i|^anse of Heaven : A Series of Essays on the Wcmders 
of the Firmament. By Richard A. Proctor. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6$, 
Saturn and its System. By Richard A. Proctor. New and Re- 
vised Edition, with Plates, demy Svo, cloth extra, los. fid, [fh preparaiwu. 
Wages and Wants of Soienoe Workers. Crown $vo. is. 6</. 

“ Mr. Proctor, of oil writers of ot^ ttm^, lust co$tforms to Matthew A ruol4*S con- 
ception of a tnan of culture, w that he strives to humanise kmwietige and divest it 
0 / whatever tx harsh, crude, or technical, and so makes it a source of happiness atiJ 
brightness for a//.**— WesTMiN STE R Re view. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d* 

Porsoivant of Anus, The : 

or, Heraldry founded upon Facts. iBy J. R. Planche, Somerset 
Herald. Widi Coloured Frontispiece and 200 Illustrations. 

. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7a. fid. 

Rabelais’ Works. 

Faithfully Translated from the French, with variorum Notes, and 
. numerous characteristic Illustrations by Gustave Doks, 

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, and a b<»utifttlly 
executed Chart of the various Spectra, 7s. fid. 

Bambosson.— Popular Astronomy. 

By J. Rambosson, Laureate of the Institute of France. Translated 
by C. B. Pitman. Profusely Illustrated. 

Entirely New Edition Revised, crown 8vo, 1,400 pages, clt^ bxtra, 7a. fid. 

Reader’s Handbook (The) of Allnsions, Be* 

ferenoes. Plots, and Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brbwbr. Third Edition, 
revised throughout, with a New Appendix containing a Complete 
English Bibliography. _ 

Crown 8vo, cloth egtra, 6s. 

Richardson. — A Ministry of Health, and 

other Papers. By BENJAMIN Ward Richardson, M.D., &c, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. per Volume. 

Robinsoa.— Natural History of the Poets. 

By Phil. Robinson, Author of Under the Punktth,*' Aid. fn Ffiur 
Volumes. V0I.H. The Birds. Vcd. II. The Beasts. Vol HI. The 
Fauna of Fancy. Vol. IV. The Flora of Poetry, [j» preparation,, 
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Bilumer (Alfired)* Wcaits by : ' 

OViX Old By Au^rbd Widi over so 

niiUdtFatiaitd by the Author. ^Square 8 vq, cl^h extra, gilt^ ios* 64* 

Batotolea Bound Eton and Harrow, By Alfred Rmiaita, With 
so Illuatrations by thd Author, Square five, cloth ^It, xos. 64, Also an 
EumOH DE Luxit.in 4to (only a limited nuniberprinted), with the lUusts. 
beautifully printed on Ch|ina paper> halfbound edgea uncut, 42s. 

About England with Dickens, With'riWustratio®s by Alfred 
Edimer and C, A. Vanperboop, Sq. 8vo, giit, tos. 64. [In preparation. 


Handsohiely printed, pri«e 55. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The : 

or, A List of the Principal Warriors who came over from Normandy 
With William thg Conqueror, and Settled in this Cotintry, a.d. 1066-7. 
With the principal Arms emblazoned in Gold and C-oloars. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illustrated, 45. 6d. each, 

“ Secret Out ” Series, The. 


The Pyrotechnist’s Treasii^; 
or, Complere Art of Making Fire^ 
works. By Thomas Kehxish. With 
numerous lUusUations. 

The Art of Amusing : 

A Collection of Graceful Art8|GRtn«s< 
Tricks, Puzzles, and Charades. By 
Framk Belluw. 30Q Illustrations. 

Hanhy-Panky : 

Very Easy Tficks, Very Difficult 
, Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of Hand, 
Edited by W. H. Cremek, aoo lUustw. 

The Meny Circle : 

A Book of New Intellectual Games 
and Amusements. By Clara Bel- 
LEw. Many Illustsations. 


; Magician’s Own Book : 

' Performances with Cups and Balls, 

; Eggs. Hats, Handkerchiefs. &c. All 

from Actual Experience. Edited by 
W. H. CreWer. 200 Illustrations. 

1 Magic No Mystery : 

! Tricks with Cards, Dice, Balls, &c , 

; t/ith ful ly descriptive Directions ; the 

■; Art of Secret Writing : Tia.ning of 

, Performing Animals, tkc, Colou-ed 

I Frontispiece and many Illustrations. 

! The Secret Out : 
j One Thowand Tricks with Cards, 
and other Recreations ; with Elntei- 
' laining Experiments in Drawing- 

1 room or “ White Magic.” By W. H. 

i CiucMER 300 Kngiaviugs. 


Shakespeare ; 

The Eirst Folio Shakespeare — Mr. William SHAKEspEAKE’ii 
ComUdks, Histories, and Tragedies. Published according to tliu true 
Oxiginall Copies. London printed by Isaac 1 aii«card, and^. Blcumt. 
rfesS.^A Reprdduetiou of the extremely rate otijginal, in reduced facsimile 
by a photOj^aphic process— ensuring the strictest accuracy in every 
detail, Small iSvo, half^Roxburghe, 7s. 6d. 

The Irausdowne Shakespeare. Beautifully printed in red 
and black, in small but very clear type. With engraved fac&iraile at 
Drorkiioux’s Portrait. (i Post 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. « 

ShakOBpeaPe for Children: Talea from Shakespeare. By 

Charles and Mary Lamb. With numerous Illustrations, coloured and 
plain, by J. MovR Smith. Crown 4to, cloth gilt, 6s. 

The Handbook of Bbak^speare Music. Being an Account of 
450 Pieces of .Music, set to Words taken from the Plays and Poems of 
ShRkcHqieare, -the compositions ranging from the Elizabethan Age to the 
« Present Time. By Alfred Ropfe. 4to, half-Roxburghe, ys, 

A Study of Shakespeare. By Algernon C-harlss Swinburne. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6$, 
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I Crown doth extra, 6s. 

Seniozv-^Tmvel /uid Trcvit in the iknti|:^es. 

An Angler’s Sketches in Tasmania and 4S[ew Zealand. > By WILI.IAM 
Senior (“ Red-Spinner ”), Author of “ By Stream and Sea.” 

Crown 8vo, do^ exti^ gilt, with ip fuU-pa^e Tinted Illustrations, ys. 6A 

Sheridoa's OowiAete Works, 

with Life and Anecdotes. Induding hisPramatic Writings, printed 
from the Original Editions, his Works in Prose and Poetry, Transla- 
tions. Speeches, Jokes, Puns,&c. ; with a Collection of Sheridaniana. 


Crown 8vo. cloth extra, with loo Illustrations, ys. 6d, 

Signboards : • 

Their History. With Anecdotes of*Famous Taverns and JSemarkabla 
Characters. By Jacoe Larwood and John Camden Hottbn. 

• 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, bs. 6<f. 

Slang Dictionary, The : 

Etymological. Historical, and Anecdotal. 

Exquisitely printed in miniature, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2S. 6d, 

Smoker’s Text-Book, The. * 

By J. Hamer, F.R.S.L. ^ 

, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

Spalding. — Elizabethan Demonology ; 

Ati Essay in Tllustration of the Belief in the Existence of Devils, and 
the Powers possessed by tliem. By T. Alfred Spalding, LL.B. 

Crown 4to, with Coloured Illustrations, clotiy^ gilt, 6s, 

Spenser for Children. 

f5y M. H. Towry. With Illustrations by Walter J. Morgan. 

A New Edition, small crown Bvo, cloth extra, S*. 

Staunton.— Laws and Practice of Chess ; 

Together with an Analysis of the Openings, and a Treatise on PZnd 
Games. By Howard Staunton. Edited by Robert B. WOrmald, 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s. 

Stedman.— Victorian Poets? 

Critical Essays. By Edmund Clarence Stedman. 

Stevenson (R. Louis), Works by : 

Familiar Studies Men and Books. By R. Loyjs STEVENsorw 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

New Arabian Nilbta, By B, Loms Stbvbnson. Two Vols. 

post 8VO,' Z2S. » 
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books published by 

Two Vols. , crown 8vo, with numorous Portraits and Illustrations, «4*. 

Strahfn.— Twenty Xears of„ a Pat^fdier'8 

Life* By Ax«sxander S-Rrahan. * [/» th$ press. 


Crown 8vo, cloth eietra, with Illustrations., ys. 6d 

Strutt’s Sports and Pastimes'^ the People of 

England ; including the Eurai and Ctomestic Recraatlons, May 
Games, Mummeries, Shohvs, Processions, Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from the Eariiest Period to the Present Time, With 140 
Illustrations. Edited by William Honb. 


Crown 8vo, with a Map of Suburban London, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Suburban Homes (The) of London: 

A Residential Guide to Favourite London Localities, thefar Society, 
Celebrities, fi.nd Associations, With Noteg on their Rental, Rates, 
and House Accommodation. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Ulustrationa. 7s. 6d. 

Swift’s Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse, With Memoir/Portrait. and Facsimiles of the 


Maps in the Original Edition of 


Swinburne’s Works: 

The Queen Mother and Boss- 
mood. Fcap. 8vo, 5$. 

Atalanta in Oslydon. 

A New Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Chastelard. 

A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 711. 

Poems and Ballads. 

Fiasr SsRixs. Fcap, 8vo, 91. Also 
iu crown Svo,, at same price. 

Poems and Ballads. 

Second Skriss. Fcap. 8vo, 9$. Also 
in crown Svo, at same prioe. 

Notes on Poems and Bep^ews. 

bvro, IS. 

William Blake : 

A Critical Essay. With Fpcsimile 
Paintings. Demy 8vo, 16s., 

Songs before Sunrise 
Crown 8vo, lot, M. 

BothweU : 

A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, lis. 6d. 

1 . 


“ Gulliver’s TYavels.” 


George Chapman : 

An Essay. Crown 8vo, yj. 

Songs of Two Nations. 

Crown 8 vq, 6 s. 

Bssays and Studies. 

Crown 8vo, tas. 

SSreohtheus: 

A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Note of an'JSngUsh Bepublioan 
on the Muscovite Crusade. 8vo, is. 
A Note on Charlotte Bronte. 
Crown 8vo, 6s, 

A Study of Shakespeare. 

Crown flvo, 8s. « 

Songs of the Springtides. 

Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Studies in Song. 

Crown 8vo, 75, 

Ma^ Stuart. 

A Tragedy. ^ Crown 8vo, W. 
^Tristram Lyonesse, and other 
Poems. Crown 8vo, gs. 
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Small 4to, cloth es^tra. Illustrated, 75s. 

Swo^ The Book of the ; 

Being a Hisstory of the Sword, ancUits Use in all Couiltrles, from 
the Earliest Times. By Captain RrcHABD Burton. With over 400 
Illustrations. ' [/« preparation. 


Medium Syj^lofh extra, witl^ Illustrations, 7s. 

Syntax's (Dr. /Three Tours, 

In Search of the Picturesque, in Seardh of Consolation, and in Search 
of a Wife, With the whole of Rowlandson’s droll page Illustra- 
tions in Colours, and Ufe of the Author by J. C. Hottbn. 


Four Vols. small 8vo, cloth board!, 30s. 

Taine’^ History of English Literature. 

Translated by Henry Van IUauh. ^ 

Also a Popular Edition, in Two Vols. crown Svos cloth extra, 15s. 


Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, profusely Illustrated, 6s. 

Tales of Old Thule. 

Collected and ZlUistrated by J. MovR ^ITH. 

Dne Vol„ crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6rf. 

Taylor’s (Tom) Historical Dramas: 

“ Clancarty," “ Jeanne Dare," ** ’Twixt Axe and Crown,” ” The Fool’s 
Revenge," " Arkwright’s Wife,” ” Anne Boleyn,” ** Plot and Passion.” 

*,* The Flays may alao tie had Mporately, at le. each. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous UlustlFations, 7s. 6d. 

Thackerayana : 

Notes and Anecdotes. Illustrated by a profusion of Sketches by 
William Makepeace Thackeray, depicting Humorous Incidents 
in his School-life ,«and Favourite Characters in books of his every- 
day reading. With Coloured Frontispiece and Hundreds of Woc^ 
Engravings, facsimiled from Mr. Thackeray’s Original Drawings, 


Thombury (Walter), Wor^s by: 

Haunted London, By" Walter Thornbury. A New Edition, 
Edited by Edward Walforo, M A., whh numerous IHustrations by 
F. W. Fairhoi-t, F.S.A. Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, 7*- 


The Life and Oorreapondence of J. M. W. Turner, Founded 


Orii^al Drawix^ Crown 8ve, ^fwactta, 7»» ^ 
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« 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra^ gilt edges, with Illustrations, ys, 6d. 

Thomson’s Seasons and Castle of Indolence. 

With a Biographical apd Cfitical Introduction by Allan Cunning- 
ham, and over 50 fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood, 


Timbs (John), Worfis by; ' 

Clubs and Club Life in Xiondon With Anecdotes of its Faunous 
Coffee-houses, Hostelrios, and Taverns. By John Timbs, F.S,A. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vp, cloth extra, js. 6d. 

English Eooentrics and Eccentricities: Stories of Wealth and 
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights 
and Sporting Scene.*?, Fee entric Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of Letter.',, 
&c. By John TPmbs, F.S.A. With nearly 50 111 ustrahoub, Crown Kv •. 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


Demy 8vo, cloth ektra, 14s. 

Torrens.— The Marquess Wellesley, 

Architect of Empire. An Historic Portrait. Formittg VoL /. of Pro- 
Consul and Tribune*. Wellesley and O’Connell: Histone 
Portraits. By W. M. Torrens, M.P. In Two Vols, 


Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 9s. 

Tunis ; the Land and the People. 

' By Ernst von Hesse-Wartegg. With 22 fine Illustrations. 


Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Map and Ground-Plans, 14s. 

Walcott.— Church Work and Life in English 

Minsters; and thp English Student's Monasticon. By the Rov. 
Mackenzie E. C, Walcott, B.D. 

The Twenty-second Annual Edition, for 1882, cloth, full gilt, 50s. 

Walford. — The County Families of the United 

Kingdom. By Edward Walford, M.A. Containing Notices of 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c,, of more than 12,000 
distinguished Heads of Families, their Heirs Apparent or Presump- 
tive, the Offices they hold or have held, their Town and Country 
Addresses, Clubs, &c. 

Large crowm 8vo, cloth antique, wdth Illustrations, ys, 6d. 

Walton and Cotton’s Complete Angler; 

or, The Contemplative Man’s R^reation ; being a Discourse, of Rivers, 
Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, written by IZAAj^ Walton*: and In- 
, tfvliictitons how. $ot a Trout or Oraylinj^ in a clear Stream , by 

CARLES Cotton W ith Oi^^aal Memoirs and ifliotesby Sk Harris 
Nicolas, and 61 Copperplate IllustrationB* 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra» 3s, 64 . per volume. 


Wanderer’s Librajiy, The : 


Mdirie Bngland in Dhe Olden 
Time. BjrCEOROK Dahiei.. With 
Illustrations by Roux. CauiifsilAj^K. 

The Old Showmen and the Old 

London Fairs, Thomas Frost. 

The Wilds of LopiAon. By 

James Greenwood. ^ 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings ; 

Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Keminiscences connected with 
Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c. 

By Charles Hindley. With lllnsts. 

Girons Life and Circus Celchri' 

ties. By Thomas Frost. 

The Lives of the Conjurers. 

Iiy Thomas Frost. 

The Life and Adventures of" a 
Cheap laclc. By One of the Frater- j 
nity. Edited by Charles Hinolev. . 

The Story of the London Parks. ! 

Iiy Jacou Larwood, With lUusts. { 

Low-Life Deeps. An Account 
01 the Strange Fish lo be found there, 
iiy James Greenwood. ] 

Carcjully printed on paper to imitate the Original, 22 in, by 14 in., 2s. 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. 

Au exact Facsimile of this important Document, wdth the FiUy-nine 
« Signatures of the Regicides, and corresponding Seals. 

Beautifully printed on paper to imitate the Original MS„ price 2s. 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of Scots, 


*S^en G'enerations Bxeon- 

tionbrs: Memoirs of the Sanson 
Family (xb88 to 1847), lotted by 
Henry Sanson. 

The World Behind the Boepee. 

By Percy FiXiroaRALn. ' 

Lotfdon Characters. By Heniiy 

Miayhew. lilustrated^ 

The 0enlal Showman : 

and Advehturea of AxtehtUfi Ward. 
By E. P. Kingston. Ftohhspiece. 

Wanderings in Patagonia; or. 
Life among the 0$|h'ich Hunters. By 
Julius Beerbomib. Illustrated. 

•Summer Cruising in the South 
Seas. By Champs Warren StoD' 
DARD. Illustrated by Wallis Mac 

KAY. 

Savage Life. 

Bovle. 


By 


Gamf) Notes. 

Boyle. 


Frederick 
[In ikf pms. 

By Frederick 

[/» fng press,. 


An exact F’acsimile, including the Signature of Queen Elizabeth, 
a Facsimile of the Great Seal. 


and 


Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with numerous Illustratkms. 4^. 64 , 

Westropp. — Handbook of Pottery and Force- 

lam : or, History of tho.se Arts from the Earliest Period. By Hodder 
M. Westropp. With numerous Illustrations, and a List of Marks. 


Seventh Edition. Square 8vo, is. 

Whistler v, Ruskin : Art and Art Oritics. 

By J. A. Macneill Whistler, 


Large 4to, cloth extra, 31s. 6 d. . 

White Mountains (The Heart of the) 1 « . 

Their Legend ai^ Scenery, Sy SAMUEL, AhAbrs DraKSI 
nearly loo Illustrations by W, HamilTQH 



tz' BOOKS PUBLISHED BY CHATTO &■ mshus. 

Williams (Kafctieiz), Works by : . 

SdletDoe in Cbaptert. By W. MATltBU WiiXfAMS) 

F.R.A.S.I F4C.S» CrowA SvQ, cloth ekbra, fri, [/» the prts&^ 

A 8l3np3« Treatifle <m By.W. ‘MAXtiso Williams. 

PX.S. Crowh 8vo, cloth limp, with lUiArtrktSon^, as. 64% 


W!l8a&<(]>r. Andrsw), Works hv: 

C 2 ui|lta» m Bivointton : A Popular History of thd 
AlliiSd Theories of Osve]ot»nesit. By Amaaew WicsOm 
C rown 8vo, cloth extra, with 300 {Uustratioas.ys.^t/. 

tMrm from a Naturalist s Note^book. By Anorbw 

Ph.D.. F.R.S.E. (A Volume of “The Mayfair Library.’*) IT^twt 8vo, 
cloth limp. as. 64, 

XoAmre - Ttmo ^Studlaa, cbiafly Biological By akdrkw 
■Wn-w>». PJi.D., F.R.S.E. Second Lduion. Crown tivo, cloth eoePi, with 
llluatmt^a, 65 . 

•* Jt ts welt whm we can take %tp4ke vtbrk of a reaily qualified iuveitigator^ 
nekq suthe atter^fti 0 / kts martsenota profesitonal tOboms sett htmaeif to impart 
knowledge m stfeh apimpU aud elementary form may attract am instruct, 
wttk *ta Amge* of misleading the tyro *» natural seteue*. Sack a work is thts 
little volume, made up of mays and addresses written and delivered by fjt, 
Andrew IVtlson, lecturer and examiner m Sewnee at Edinburgh and Gtasumv, 
at lemtreinUivals in a busy ptofesstonal life, Dr Wilson's pagts item 

\th matte* stimulating to f heaUky love of science and a reveicnce for the 
truths of nature.** ^SKrvaow Rjcvixw. 


Darwinian and 
, Ph p,. P.R.S. 15 . 
ISkortl). 


Small 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, Os. 

Wooing (The) of the Water Witch : 

A Northern Oddity. By Evav Daldoknb. lllust byJ.MovR Smith. 
Crown 8 VO, half-bound, 12s. Orf. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases : 

A Dictionary of*'Cnrious, Quaint, tihd Out-of-the-Way'Mattors. By 
Eliezbr Edwards. 

Wright (Thomas), Works by: 

daHoature Hla^oxT of tha Oaorges. (Thr House of Hanover.) 
With 400 Pictures, Caricaiures, Squibs, Broadsides, Window Ptcmres, 
Ac. By Thomas WalcoHT, F.SA» Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7». 6d. 

Hiivtoxy of Oarioatora and of tbe Groteaquo in Art. Literature, 

Sculptuie, and PaintinR. By Thomas Wright, F.S A, Profusely lUiis* 
trati^ by F. W. FA):iHtex.T, F.S.A« Large post «vo, cloth extra, 7s. Od. 


» penny 8vo, 2 $. 

gahtland, (A X>efeiice of), and its King. 

(MS Ahpiendix containing Correspondence on the subject of the 
^ ^ By Lady FiPrence Dixik. 








